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LADIES and GENTLEMEN, 


Q 11E great Candour with which you have 
received, as well, as the uncommon Ge- 
i neroſity with which you have encouraged 
{ this Work, calls upon the Proprietors, in 
the molt grateful Manner, to return their Thanks for 
the Obligations they owe you. | 
: IT would be Preſumption in them to aſſert, per- 
baps, that the extraordinary Merit of the Book it- 
ſelf has, in ſome Meaſure, occafioned your Attention 
to it, but in Juſtice they cannot help boaſting how- 
ever, that they have been informed by ſeveral good 
Judges, that no Collection of Songs, under any De- 
nomination whatſoever, has hitherto appeared, that 
could vie with the BuLL-Fixcn, in the Novelty, 
Variety, Chaſtity, or Correctneſs of its Contents. 
Or the firſt, namely, its Novelty, the Edition 
which we have the Honour to lay before the Publick, 
ij an uncontrovertible Proof, fince it comprehends, 
Wt only all the Songs and Ballads, ſung laſt Summer 
s /auxhall, Ranelagh, Marybone, and e ; 
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1 
but alſo all thoſe of the former Seaſons, which for 
the Beauty of their Words, or the Elegance of their 
Compoſition, are ſtill ſung in every private Com- 
pany. | 

As to its Variety, what can be greater, ſince it 
18 calculated alike to pleaſe all Sorts and Condi- 
tions of Readers. | | 
Av ag to the Chaſtity of its Contents, we have 
been particularly careful to avoid every thing poſſible 
to give Offence But we know, there will not be 
wanting thoſe that will ſay to the Innocent and Vir-, 


tuous, that we have caſt away, Poetry, Wit, 


Humour, and every brilliant Ornament, when 


we found them likely to be infectious through the | 


Impropriety of their Subjects, or the Indecency f 
their Expreſſions. | 


- Fr any Lady or Gentleman will give themſelves 


the Trouble to compare this with any other Song- 


Book extant, they will find a great Diſparity in their 
Correctneſs, having employed a Perſon, at ſome 


Expence, to render this Edition ſcrupulouſly cor- | 


rect, ſo that we believe we may affirm the niceſt 


Grammarian could not find Fault with it in this re- 


ſpect. 


PERMIT us, to pay the Compliments of the Sea. : 
ſon; and at the ſame Time, that we wiſh your whole 


Lives may be a continual Concert of the ſweeteſt, 


and pureſt Harmony, give us Leave to ſubſcribe - 
ourſelves, | | 


LapIES and GENTLEMEN, 


Your Obliged Servants, 


The EDITOR. 
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E Ambition fire thy Mind 


Let me wander not unſeen VOY 


Let the philoſophic Wiſe 


enjoy the Fair — 
Long, long 1 deſpair 'd a young Shepherd 2 to a 
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H! Damon, believe not your Jenny untrue — 24 
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, true Content, ſecure from Harms — — 182 


WV P Chance once to this re-echoing Grove —— 118 a. 


pre Midſummer Morning, when Nature look'd gay 27 
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i Wo Y 
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With Phœbus J often aroſe — — — 
With Swords on their Thighs the bold Yeomen | 


are feen — — — i. ck. 


Maul you obtain the gentle Fair | — =, 


Fs 


E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little 0 
Things _ — — — 
Ye chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen — — 
Ye Medley of Mortals that make up this Throng — 
Ye Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles perplex 

Ye Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love — — 
Yes, Damon, yes, Ican apprive — — =— 
Te Shepherds ſo chearful and gay — H— — 

Young Collin protefts I'm his Foy and Delight — 
Young Collin fought my Heart to gain — — 
Young Collin fought my Heart to win — — 
Young Daphne made Damon a Dupe to her Pride — 
Young Daphne wvas the prettieſt Maid — — 
Young Fockey who teiz'd me a Tabelwemonth or more 
Young Molly aubo lives at the Foot of the Hill — 
Young Roger of the Mill, one Morning very ſoon — 

Young Thyrfis, ye Shepherds, is gone — — 
You ſay at your Feet that 1 wwept in . — 
You tell me I'm handſome, I know not how true — 
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SONG I. 


A D1iaLoGUE. 


Lowe, at Vaus. Hall Gardens. 


DAPRRE. 


ELL me, Amintor, gentle Swain, 
Saw you my Love trip o'er the Plain ? 
Soon as the Sun brought on the Day, 


From yonder Cot he ſtole away. 


 AminTos. 
As I paſs'd through yon diſtant Vill, 
A Wake was kept beneath the Hill ; 
I heard the echoing Rocks reſound, 
For Strephon had his Silvia crown'd. 
DAPHNE. - 
Then fly Regard, diſſolve in Air, 
For one that's falſe I'll ſcorn to care; 
My Heart I'll give ſome better Swain, 
Who has a Heart to give again. 
"AMINTOR. 
'Then fix it here, I'll own the Prize, 
Amintor for his Daphne dies 3 
And longs in Hymen's Bands to prove, 
With her the — of mutual Love. 


4 
E -.j 
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Dapu kk. 


1 
DapHNE. 
Methinks I've heard, or 'twas a Jef, 
That Flavia reigns within your Breaſt; 
What room then for a wretched Maid, 
Who is rejected and betray'd ? 
| AMIN TOR. 
Flavia, believe me, yeſter Morn, 
Ere Phebaus bruſh'd the dewy Thorn, 
By Cinthio to the Church was led, 
Though bound to grace my nuptial Bed. 3 
APHNE. ; 3 & 
Then welcome Shepherd, haſte away, 4 
My Heart, and Hand, ſhall both obey. 
| Born. , 
While others dare inconſtant prove, 


Till Death forbids, we'll live, and love. 
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SONG i. 8 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 


Have rambl'd, I own it, whole Years up, and 

down, I 
And ſigh'd o'er each beautiful Nymph of the Town; 
Such Fancies have plagu'd me, that oft in my Life, 
I've been ready to ſtart at the Name of a Wife. 


be 
- Ch 


But 1 from my Fears, that have oft broke m 

eſt, | - 
And weary'd with roving, both cloy'd, and unbleſt; P 
Pl tty to be happy the reſt of my Life, By 
And venture, tho' late, yet atlaſt, on a Wife. 


Then farewel the Jilt, andthe Fool, and the Bold, 

T quit you with Pleaſure þefo-e I grow old; 

One Girl of my Heart I will take to for Lite, 

And enough of all Conſcience, I think, is one Wif 
1 1 


1 


In ſearch the Town over this fair One to find, 
Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor unkind 13 
Whoſe Wit, and good Humour, may hold it for Life, 
And then, if ſhe'll have me, I'll make her my Wife. 


Tis time, that the Follies of Life had an End, 
And ſoon, nay, this Inſtant, I'm ready to mend; 
What Wonder there'll be, at ſo alter'd a Life, 

I you're wiſe, you, like me, will reſolve on a Wife. 


S8 NU . 


Set by Mr. Dubourg, Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at 
3 Vaux-hall. 
HE Lark's ſhrill Note awakes the Morn, 
3 The Breezes wave the ripen'd Corn; 
The yellow Harveſt free from Spoil, 
Rewards the happy Farmer's Toil; d 
ZThe flowing Bowl ſucceeds the Flail, 
*O'er which he tells the jocund Tale, 
all. 
SONG IV. 


10 


a GREAT-BRITAIN for ever. 
1; 0 2 by My. Worgan, Sung by Mi. Lowe, at Vauxhall - 
fe, is Song alſo goes to the Tune of, Prince Eu gene's March, 
ARK the loud Drum! 5 
my FH Hark the ſhrill I rumpet ſounds to Arms! 
Come, Britons, come, . 
eſt; Prepar'd for War's Alarms. 
3 © Whilt in Array we ſtand, 
f What Freuch Man dares to land; 
2 Sure, in th' Attempt, to meet his Doom, 
l, A leaden Death, or wat'ry Tomb. Wu 
* The Bron brave, Eh 
0. 0 On Land or Wave 
He ä | 


j B 2 Will 


4-1 


Will Invaders defy, A | 
Will repulſe them or die, L 
And ſcorns to live a Slave. I 
Recall the Days | 4 
When bravely our Forefathers fought ; . 
5 1 

When crown'd with Praiſe, 4 
The Patriot Glory ſought. 3 


Bid their high Deeds inſpire, 


Bid Magna Charta fire 4 
Greatly they labour'd for our Good, 4 
All Forms of Tyranny withſtood: z 

Theſe we defy, a 

On our own Strength rely. $ 

What Briton ſo bale, 1 


Wou'd his Country diſgrace, 
And from his Colours fly ? 


Now Party Spite, 

No more our Meaſures will oppoſe, 

For all unite, 

Gainſt our inſulting Foes, 

All then in Chorus bing, 

Long live our gracious King ! 
Fill to George the ſparkling Bowl, 
Hand it round each loyal Soul ! 

Riſe Patriot Fame ! 

Thy Glories praclaim, 

Who his Sword boldly draws, | 
In his Country's Cauſe, | 9 
Will win a deathleſs Name. 4 


SONG V. ; 
Set by Mz. Worgan, Sang by Mrs. Vincent, at Vaui 
hall, 


OW the Snow-drops lift their Heads, | 3 
Ones riſe . dewy Beds; 11 
Sly 
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1 
Silver Lillies paint the Grove, 
Welcome May, and welcome Love. 


Now the Bee, with pliant Wings, 

Flow'ry Spoils, unweary'd brings; 

Spoils, that Nymphs, and Swain: approve, 
Soft as May, and ſweet as Love. 

Whilt a-down the flepy Hills, 

'Frickle of the purling Rills ; 

Balmy Sweets perfume the Grove, 

May unbends the Soul to Love. 


Long the icy Maid denies, | 
Nor regards her Shepherd's Sighs; 
Now your fond Petitions move, 
May's the Seaſon form'd for Love. 


On the Fair that decks our Iſle, 

May each Grace, each Virtue {mile 
And our happy Shepherds prove, 
Days of Eaſe, and Nights of Love. 


S.O N:G-- VI. 


by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, ai 
| Vauxhall. | | | 

IGHT, to Lovers Joys a Friend, 
Swiftly thy Aſſiſtance lend! 

Lock up envious crying Day, 

Ering the willing Youta away. 

Haſte, Oh ! ſpeed the tedious Hours, 

To the ſecret happy Bowers; 

Ihen my Heart for Bliſs prepare, 

Thyr/is ſurely will be there ! 

See the hateful Day is gone, 

Welcome Evening now comes on; 


B 3 Soon 


[0-3 
Soon to meet my Dear I fly, 
None but Love ſhall then be by. 


None ſhall dare to venture near, 

Joo tell the plighted Vows they hear; 
Parting thence will be the Pain, 
But we part to meet again. 


Don't you feel a pleaſing Smart, 
Gently ſtealing to your Heart, 
Fondly hope, and fondly ſigh? 


For my Shepherd oft do J. 
Wiſh in Hymer's Bands to join, 1 


I'll be your's, and you'll be mine; 
Tell me, Thyrfi,, tell me this, 
Tell me when, and tell me, yes, 


_ Fare vel, loit'ring idle Day, 0 
Jo my dear, I hie away; a St 
On the Wings of Love | go, 
He the ready Way will ſhow, 


Peace, my Heart, nor Danger fear, 
Love, and This both are near; 
*T'is the Youth, I'm ſure tis he, 
Night, how much I owe to thee. 


SONG VI. 
VaLENTINE's Day. F 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, * 


Vauxhall. 


HEN laſt we parted on the Plain, 

| Fond Damon ſeem'd full loth to go; 
He kiſs'd, and ſaid that ſoon again, E 
Hic d come, and would not leave me ſo. 


8 
; 


„ 
For that, ſays he, the Time is near, 
And then, my Love, I do 8 
1 It is the beſt Day in the Veat, 
To come and be your alentine. 


I wiſh'd the tedious Hours to fly, 
And long'd the look'd-for Day to {ces 
And as the Time grew ſtill more mph, | 
How bleſt, thought I, muſt Nancy be 


The Morning came, and at my Door, 
5 J heard a Voice that ſaid incline, 

{ For once, dear Girl, if never more, 
3 To me, and be my Valentine. 


A thouſand Fears diſturb'd my Mind, 

Tuyyrſis was there in Damon s Stead ; 

I thought the Youth was quite unkind, 
Nor knew what ſhould be done or ſaid. 


I hop'd it cou'd not be a Sin, 
| In ſpite to Damon, now not mine, 
I 0 let the kinder Tris in, 

And be the Shepherd's Valentine 

Nor what I did, do!] repent, 
PFoor fickle N ſoon as light, 

To Lacy, that ſame Morning, went, 

Nor has been ſince from out her Sight. 


And he, late but half lov'd Swain, 
I now both all, and only mine, 

I bleſs the Time that once was Pain, 
He came to be my Valentine. 


B 4 SONG 
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SONG VIII. { 

4A LOYAL Song. ® 

. 1 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vaux- X, 
hall. 1 D 
EE Royal Edward land, A: 

See him on Cherburg Strand, - 

Bravely advance! 4 


Third Edward's glorious Name, 
Bids emulate his Fame, 
And Britons Wrongs proclaim, 


Through bleeding Frazce. 


Pour Wine a copious rill, 

Next to bold Amherſt fill, 
Boſcamben— all! 

Swift from America, 

Drive, drive the French away, 

Sound forth with loud Huzza 
Cape Breton's Fall! 


With George we'!l cloſe the Song, 
May Heav'n his Days prolong, 
A mighty Store! 
O' er Britons brave, and free, 
Who all as one agree, 
Flouriſh his Progeny, 
Till Time's no more. 


SONG IX. 
Huzza for the Tars of Old England ! 
Sung by Mr. Atkins, at Sadler's Welts. 
Ritannia no longer, o'er Injuries dreams, Þ 
B For France now has ſuSered for all her ſly 3B 
Schemes, , 


( 9 ] 
orblieu! cry the Monſieurs! indeed ſo it ſeems. 
"3h Oh the brave 'Tars of old England, 
5 And oh, the old Eugliſo brave Tars ! 


Pur George, like our Henrys, lo! makes France to bow! 
; Pur Navy's our Bulwark, the World ſhall allow; 
As long as we've Boca tuen, Lockhart, and Howe. 

1 Oh the brave Tars of old England, 
40 And Oh the old Eugliſo brave Tars! 


pehold our prince Edward, in Glory's bright Way, 
Tee Conqueſt attends on his firſt bold Eſſay, | 
Then let's for the Tars of old Exzg/and Huzza ! 

4 Oh the brave Tars of old England, 

= And oh, the old Engliſb brave Tars ! 


SONG X. 
The New LI LLY BULLERO, to the old Tune. 


; On the threatned Inwaſion from France. 

4 By Mr, LOCK MAN. 

\HE French are a coming, as News-writers Tay , 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 


N ill over our Herring-pond force their mad Way, 
1 Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 


Rodney graſp our Naval Thunders, 
Dart them at the ſaucy Foe; 
% Their flat-bottom Boats batter : 
1 Their Ships of War ſhatter: 
Sink them as the Centre low. 
Excited by Per:in ſome came here to ſpy, 


3 Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 
"_ 4 Bcheld our rich Products with ravenous E ye, 
oy f Lilly nes. Fg 2 . 


I 


1 
| 
| 
N 
ö 
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1 
Theſe were not madę for Invaders; 
Slaves who bow to Rome the Knee: 
But for Britons hearty, 
Now all of a Party, 
Hating Soup meagre, and Tyranny. | 
Could the Monſieurs prevail what dire Havock were 
here. 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. | 
A ſtrange Metamorphoiis ſoon would appear, 4 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 1 1 


Half: ſtarv'd Crouds in wooden Shoes ſkating, _ 

Gibbets erected our Faith to deſtroy; I 

Pale Nuns through Grates peeping, * 
Sighing and weeping, 


Mad after a Man they muſt never enjoy. 15 
But take it for granted, ſome Frenchmen might land. 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 
What would their Fate be, when on our Strand, 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 


Hunted down by our new Militia, 
Soon they'd ſad Peccavi cry. 
To ſome wooden Saint mutter, 


| Curſe, Morblieu ! and ſputter, 
As on their Backs they ſprawling lie. 4 
When Pharoab purſued Jrael in the Red-Sea, I 


Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 
O'erwhelm'd was his Hoſt, and drowned was he, 
| Lilty Bullero, Bullen a la, 
Morfeurs ! the like Doom may await you, 
Should you our Britiſb Lion provoke. 
Vour bouncing Armada, | 
May prove Gaſconada, 3 
And your grand Project vaniſh in Smoke. Þ}. 
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SONG XI. 


Honovus. 


Set by Dr. Boyce, Sung by Mr, Lowe, at Vauxhall. 


H E Flame of Love ſincere I felt, 
And ſkreen'd the Paſſion long; 
A Tyrant in my Soul it dwelt, 
But Awe ſuppreſt my Tongue. 


At length I told my deareſt Maid, 
My Heart was fix d upon her; 
But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid; 

I can't upon my Honour. 


The Heart that once is roving caught, 
All prudent Nymphs diſtruſt 

And muſt it for a youthful Fault, 
Be always deem'd unjuſt ? 


So Celia judg'd, fo Senſe decreed, 


And bid me ſtill to ſhun her; 
Your Suit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed, 
It won't upon my Honour. 


Too long, I cry'd, I've been to blame, 
I, with a Sigh, confeſs ; _ 

But thou who canſt the Rake reclaim, 
My new-born Paſfion bleſs! 


Had ev'ry Nymph, like Cela prov'd, 
I could not have undone her ; 


: On thee, bright Maid, thou beſt beloy'd, 


I doat, upon my Honour, 


A while the Nymph my Suit repre's'd, 
My Conſtancy to prove, 

Then with a Bluſh conſent expreſs'd, 
And bleſs'd me with her Love. 


| 1 

To Church I led the blooming Fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her; 

And now Life's ſweeteſt Joys we ſhare, 

We do, upon my Honour, 


SONG XII. 
A DiaLocvue. 


ſon, at Vauxhall, 


Hs. 
ST TASTE, haſte, ev'ry Nymph, and each Swain 
| to the Grove, 
For Venus is there, tis the Seaſon for Love; 
FObey the kind Summons, for it ſhe's defy'd, 
Four | Boldneſs ſhe'll conquer, and puniſh your Pride. 
i uE. 
Oh hear me, ye fair Ones, nor heedleſsly run, 
The Path to Delight is the Road you ſhould ſhun; 
Fly far from the Grove if Venus be there, 
er — is cruel, her Smiles are a Snare. 
HE. 

Pure Nature was never averſe to Delight, 
Where Pleaſure is preſent, Fear ſoon takes its Flight; 
Proud Nymph, if by Kindneſs you cannot be warm'd, 
Remember that Venus her Cupid has arm'd. 

SHE. 

fear not his Vengeance, his Bow, nor his Darts, 
is credulous Folly that ſoftens our Hearts; 
But Virtue's the Shield, thoſe Hearts can ſecure, 
nd Paſlion's a Sickneſs Diſcretion can cure. 
He. 
| Diſcretion, why Venus would laugh at the Name, 
bf once in your Boſom ſhe kindles a Flame; 
n ſpite of yourſelf, you would hie to the Grove, 
| or Reaſon can't ſtruggle gainſt Nature and 225 

HE. 


Set 2 Dr. Boyce, Sung by Mr. Lowe, and M: if Steven” 


9 ES, 

i 5 SHE. 

Go leave me, Deceiver, let Reaſon vrevad; 

Gainſt Nature and Paſſion let Fear turn the Scafe. 
Bor. 

Nay, Traitor, forbear, I'm to Honour a Slave, 

Nor faireſt, be kinder, to Love 'm a Slave. 


SONG XII. 


Set by Dr. Boyce, Sung by Mi/; Stevenſon, at Vaux- 
þ hall. 


18 7 byrſis reclin'd by her Side he lov'd beſt, 
With a Sigh, her ſoft Hand to his Boſom he 
reſs'd, 
White 1 Paſſion he breath'd in the Grove ; 
As the Bird to his Neſt ſtill returns for Repoſe, 
Is back to its Fountain the conſtant Stream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my Love. 


fe'er this Heart roves, or revolts from its Chains, 
flay Ceres in Rage quit the Vallies and Plains, 
May Pan his Protection deny; 
n vain wou'd young Phillis and Laura be kind, 
Mn the Lips of another no Rapture I find, 
"With thee as I've liv'd, ſo I'll die. 


Tore {till had he ſwore, but the Queen of the May, 


oung Jenny the wanton, by Chance, tript that Way, 
And ſought ſweet Repoſe in the Shade. 


ich Sorrow young Lovers I tell the ſad Tale, 
he Laſs was all uring, the Shepherd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry Vow he had made. 


0, komfort the Nymph, and her Loſs to ſupply, 
form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 
0 be the Envy and Pride; 


Ah > 
7 *$4 
r 


— . 


© 14.5] ; 

Ah! blame not the Maid if o'ercome by his Truth, of 
Her Hand, and her Heart ſhe beſtow'd on the Youth,” f 
And the next Morn beheld her his Bride. 9 


Learn rather from Silwia's Example, ye Fair, 3 
That a pleaſing Revenge, ſhould take Place of De. L 
{pair 5 4 

Give ator and Care to the Wind; 1 
If faithful the Swain, to his Paſſion be true, 4 
If falſe, ſeek Redreſs in a Lover that's new, 2 
And pay each Inconſtant in Kind. 


SONG Xv. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxbal 


OME thou roſy dimpl'd Boy, 

Source of every heart- felt Joy; 
Leave the bliſsful Bow'rs a while, 
Paphos and the Cyprian Iſle; 

Viſit Britain's rocky Shore, 

Britons too thy Power adore ; 
Britons hardy, bold, and free, 

Own thy Laws, and bow to thee. 
Source of every Heart-felt Joy, 

Come thou roſy dimpled Boy! 
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Haſte to Sy/via, haſte away, A 
This is Thine, and Hymen's Day ; 4 
Bid her thy ſoft Bondage wear, 

Bid her for Love's Rites prepare; 
Let the Nymph with many a Flow'r, 

Dec the ſacred Nuptial Bow'r ; 

Thither lead the lovely Fair; 
And let Hymen too be chere; ; 
This is Thine and Hymen's Day, 

Haſte to Sia, haſte away 


Only while we love we live, 
Love alone can Pleaſure give; 


1 
Power and Pomp and tinſel State, 
Thoſe falſe Pageants of the Great; 
Crowns and Scepters, envy'd Things, 
And the Pride of Eaſtern Kings; 

Are but childiſh empty Toys, 
When compar'd to Love's ſweet Joys; 


3 Love alone can Pleaſure give, 
1 Only when we love we live! 


3 SONG XV, 
I Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, af 
1 * Vauxhall. 
XL HAT, is he gone! and can it be, 
3 And is ſhe then more fair than me? 
The Sight of her, might give me Pain, 
Bring her not near me, fickle Swain: 
And ſince that you can leave me ſo, 
G0 get you gone, for ever go. 


O! I in Rage could madly tear, 

I This gaudy Ribbon from my Hair; 
Theſe hated Gifts I'd have him take, 
Il wear no Baubles for his Sake 
I ſcorn the Gift and Hand untrue, *' 
For her they well enough may do. 


How near was I (when with a Kiſs 

He aſk'd my Heart) to anſwer, Ves? 
Io hear him at the Altar tay, 

Vows he'd have broke the ſooneſt Day ? 
There he may love, and take his Fill, 
And ſwear to her juſt what he will. 
A Rival's Power I now defy, 

She may be bleſt, and ſo will I; 
Before tis long I'm ſure to find, 

oA Swain more ſuited to my Mind. 


[16 3 
Then farewel Florio, now for good. 
1 would not have you if J could. 


SONG XVI. 
1 A SANT ATA. 
7 by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 
! | RECITATIVE. 

AK D by the Horn, 

Like the Spring deck'd in Green; 
Betimes in the Morning the Hunters are ſeen; 
With Joy on each Brow they enliven the Place, 
And impatiently wait to join in the Chace. 
= AIR. 
From his cloſe Covert rous'd, the Stag ſwiftly flies, 
As the Arrow that's ſhot from the Bow ; 

O'er Rivers and Mountains, all Dangers defies, 
And fears nothing but Man his worſt : oe. 
And now they trace him thro” the Copſe, 


Panting, ſtruggling, ſee he drops! 4 

Hark, rude Clamours rend the Skies, 1 

While the dappled Victim dies! 3 
RECITAr ive. 5 


Thus Britain's Sons in Harry's Reign, 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul ; 
Thro' Streams of Blood, o'er Hills of Slain, I 
And triumph'd in his Fall. 
Now hoſtile Foes alarm, Ir 
Arm, arm, Britannia arm! 
AIR. 4 * 
Then away to the Field, tis great Ges gives the 
Word, bs 
Quit the Horn for the Trumpet, the Whip for tue 
Sword; "A 
Like our valiant F orefathers, ftern Death let us face, 
Be as glorious in War, as we are in the Chace. 


80 NG 
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SONG XVII. 
A CAN TATA. 


I Mr. Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


RECITATI VE. 
LL in her fair ſequeſter'd Cell, 
A Where Happineſs was wont to dwell, 
Contentment ſat, with down-caſt Look, 


And theſe, (or Wor ds like theſe) ſhe pon: 


Alr. 
Genius of Albion] wake your Queen, 
Lo! Gallia clouds the peaceful Scene ! 


AIR changes. 
Bid her ariſe her Wrongs to ſee, 
Protect herſelf, and cheriſh me! 


RECITATIVE, 
Y Bricaunia alarm'd, at Contentment's Requeſt, 
In a Voigt that confeſs'd her, her People addreſt. 
AlR, 

Caſt the Olive Wreath off, 

Arm, ye Britons, advance; 

Sound the Trumpet, beat the Drum, 

Point your Thunders at France. 


Pe brave, and convince them, their Efforts are 


vain, „ 5 
Ir or that George King of of England, is King of the 
Main; 
10 that, like your F orefathers theſe Heroes of 
old, 
As you ” born to be free, you've the Senſe to be 
Q a 


SONG 


F 


"SONG. NVII. 7 


The HoxzsT Conress10Nn, 8. 


Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Miſs Formantell, a Rant. : 
lag ty 


DO a 


Y Mother cr:es, Betty be ſhy, 
Whenever the Men wou'd intrude; 
I knew not her Meaning, not I; 

But I'd take her Advice if I cou'd. : 
Alexis ſtept up t'other Day, 7 
To kiſs me, and afſk'd if he ſhou'd ; 

Pray what cou'd a Shepherdeſs ſay ? 
But I'd fain have ſaid no——it I cou'd. 


My Mother remembers the Time, 
When ſhe, like a Veſtal was mew'd ; 
Now this I conceive was a Crime, 
And I'd not be ſerv'd fo, if I cou'd. 


If free with Alexis, ſhe'll chide, 
She ſays, perhaps he may be rude ; 
I will not pretend to decide, 
But I fancy he wou'd—if he cou'd, 


Laſt May Morn I tript o'er the Plain, 
He ſaw me and quickly purſu'd ; 

' 1 heartily laugh'd at the Swain, 
I'd catch you, he cry'd, — if I cou'd, 


Well, ſoon he overtook my beſt Haſte, 
And iwore he'd be conſtant and good 
I vow I'll live decent and chaſe, 
But I'd marry the Swain—1if I cou'd. 
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SONG XIX. 
by Mr. Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh, | 


E T the Philoſophick Wiſe 
L Preach up Rules the gay deſpiſe; 
Let the hoary bearded Sage, 
Cenſure Follies of the Age; 
Yet whilſt rich the vital Tide, 
Pleaſure thou ſhalt be my Guide; 
Live oh ! Goddeſs, live with me, 
All in ſweet Variety, 


Dwell thou, Love, within my Breaſt, 
Juſt enough to make me bleſt ; | 
Let thy Sweets inceſſant ſpring, 

But protect me from thy Sting: 

Be the Paſſions unconfin d, 

Under no Reſtraint the Mind; 

But like Birds, as fond, and free, 
Pleas'd with dear Variety. 


Keep, O Plutus, all thy Wealth, 
Give me Competence and Health; 
Care ſurrounds the Miſer's Hoard ; 
Pain ſucceeds the Spendthrift's Board. 
Bacchus, in thy roſy Powl, 

Let me ſlake my thirſty Soul ; 

But let Reaſon teach in thee, 

Reaſon prompts Variety. 


Life on Wings of Joy ſhall haſte, 
Gloomy Thoughts the Minutes waſte ; 
We ſhould puniſh Care and Fear, 
Fate eee dees all Things here: 
Hail to Friendſhip, Beauty, Wine, 
Theſe make tranſient Life Divine; 
May they ever live with me, 
All in dear Variety! 

SONG 


[ 20 
SONG XX. 
unn Gar.. .* 
Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


RIN G Phwbus from Parnaſſian Bow'rs, 
| A Chaplet of poetick Flow'rs, 

f That far out-bloom the May ; I 
Bring Verſe ſo ſmooth, bring Thoughts ſo free, Se 
And all the Muſes Heraldry, 4 
To blazon Jenny Grey. 


= Obſerve yon Almond's rich Perfume, 
wn Preventing Spring with early Bloom, 
il In ruddy tints, how gay 
= Thus foremoſt of the bluſhing Fair, 
With ſuch a blithſome, buxom Air, 
| Blooms lovely Jenny Grey. 
The merry chirping plumy 'Throng, 
The Ruſhes, and the Twigs among, 
That pipe the Sy/van Lay; 
All huſh'd at her delightful Voice, 
In filent Extaſy rejoice, 
And ſtudy Jenn) Grey. 


Ye balmy Odour breathing Gales, 

That lightly {ſweep the green-rob'd V ales, 
And in each Roſe Buſh play; 

I know ye all, you're arrant Cheats, 

And fteal your more than mortal Sweets, 
From lovely Jenny Grey. 


Pomona, and that Goddeſs bright, | 
The Floriſt's, and the Maid's Delight, 

In vain their Charms diſplay; 
The luſcious Nectarine, juicy Peach, 

In Richneſs, nor in Sweets can reach 
The Lips of Jenny Grey. 


'F 21 1 
To the fair Knot of Graces Three, 
Th' immortal Band of Bards agree, 
A tuneful Tax to pay; | 
There yet remains of matchleſs Worth, 
There yet remains, a lovelier Fourth; 
And ſhe is Jenny Grey. 


5 SON G XXI. 


& by Mr. Berg, Sung by "Ag Formantell, at Raned 
NY lagh. 


Eneath this Grove, this ſilent Shade, 
0 Come Damon to thy gentle Maid, 
What other Nymph would live like me? 
For Oh ! thou'rt all Inconſtancy. 


You us'd to talk of Love and Bliſs, 

And often ſigh'd my Lips to kils ; 
But roving nov/ is {weeter Glee, 
And thou art all Inconſtancy. 


Here fragrant Flowrets ſweetly ſpring, 

The feather'd Choir in Concert fing ; 
Vet vain is what I hear, and ſee, 
Since Damor's all Inconſtancy. 


The am'rous Doves now bill and coo, 
And fo, falſe Damon, ſo can you; 
Byt can't, like them, contented be; 
Thy ſole Delight's Inconſtancy. 


Ye ſimple Fair, believe not Man, 

They all proceed on Damon's Plan; 

Ihen from the Sex your Heart keep free, 
And love, like them, Inconſtancy. 
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Hence each poetick Genius ſings, 
Sweet Beauty tunes th' embuſom'd Strings, 


But ſhall not Charms ſo honour'd laſt ? 
No; ſoon as Youth's ſhort Summer's paſt - 


Thus bluſhing Flora's darling Flow'r, 


( 22 J 
SONG XXII. 
To CA ALTA. | 


Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh, 


HE Eye that beams with lambent Light, ; 
The crimſon Cheek that glads the Sight, Se 


15 


The Shape, the Mein, the Air; 4 
With theſe to ſooth Man's ruder Breaſt, 3 
With theſe, by Bleſſing to be bleſt, 3 


The Gods adorn'd the Fair. 


And wakes th' enraptur d Soul; 
The magick Pow'r of Form, and Face, 
Ordain'd the gentler Sex to grace, 

Reſounds from Pole to Pole. 


They're veil'd in Time's diſguiſe; 


That ſcents the aromatick Bow'r, 
Buds, burſts to Bloom, and dies. 


Then, ah! how vain is Female Pride, 
Shall ſhe who's crown'd with Senſe confide 
In {ſuch uncertain Pow'r, 
No; ſhe reveres the milder Way, 
Reſerv'd, tho' free, tho modeſt, gay, 
And blooms to Life's laſt Hour. 


Do thou, my fair One, in whoſe Mind, 1 
Each ſocial, moral Virtue's join'd, = 
The Nymph of Senſe appear; . 
Then when the Charms of Youth are o'er, 4 8 
The Wiſe will Cælia ſtill adore, 5 85 1 , 


Thoul't full be lovely here. | 4 
SONG 


E 
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4 
Set by Mr, Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


LOVE and REASON. 


> T FENCE painful Pleafure, pleaſing Pain, 
3 Reſign, Oh! Love, thy Throne; 
Come, Reaſon, I obey thy Reign, 
And own thy Pow'r alone. 
Diſdaining Love, from hence I'll live, 
> Unmov'd by all the Fair; 
Falſe Delia's Smiles no Joys ſhall give, 
Nor yet her Frowns Deſpair. 


his Vow Philander ſcarce had made, 
When on the verdant Plain; 

Fair Delia with each Grace array'd, 
Approach'd the Love-ſick Swain, 
In vain, with ſudden Tranſport fir'd, 
For Reaſon's Aid he ſtrove ; 

le flew to her, he long admir'd, 


And own'd the Pow'r of Love. 
4% Alk changes, 


Hen againſt the tender Paſſion, 
Let us not our Pow'r employ ; 
But give Way to Inclination, 

3 Taſte of Love and taſte of Joy. 
vor on Reaſon's Aid relying, 

Vain will all our Efforts prove; 
tom with this Truth complying, 
KReaſon is too weak for Love. 


* 


x > SONG 


The Pain which I ſuffer my Flocks ſeem to knoy I 


You cannot delight while my Damor's away. 1 


1 24 J = 

SO NG XXIV. 3 
APAsTORAL BALLAD. Y 
Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Miſs Formantell, at Be 
lagh. . = 

H! Damon, believe not your Jenny untrue, F1 
Nor think that ſhe's falſe and inconftant to "a 
Think yon tow'ring Mount of itſelf ſhall remove, 
Ere Damon you doubt of the Truth of my Love. 
Yon clear cryſtal Stream ſhall the Monntains o'er: 
And on the hard Rock the pale Primroſe ſhall blo 
In Queſt of the Lion the Lambkin ſhall range, 
Ere Jenny's fix d Paſhon ſhall leſſen or change. 
Upon the ſmooth Green when the Shepherds advan 
To hail May's Return with the Tabor and Dance; 
If Damon is abſent, I quit the glad Throng, 3 
And join my Complaint with the Nightingale's Sc 


And frolicłꝭ and play, as to leſſen my Woe; 5 
I cry, ceaſe, dear Lambkins, your ſporting and pg 


No Toil ſhall diſcomfort, while Damon's in Sight, 4 
And the Sun's piercing Rays, can in Summer delig 
And Winter's rude Tempeſts ſhall ſtill find me gay, 
For bleſt with my Shepherd each Month will be 1/2 


SONG XXV. 4 
4 FavouRITE Balla, 4 


2 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, © 
Vauxhall. 1 


W HER Es my Swain, ſo blythe and cleveif 
Why d'ye leave me all in Sorrow? b 


1 3 1 
Three whole Days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come To- morrow. 


If you lov'd but half as I do 
3 You'd been here with Looks ſo bonny ; 
Love has flying Wings I well know, 
3 Not like ling” ring lazy Johny. 


„ 
0 1 hat can he be now a doing ? 
e, Ils he with the Laſſes maying ? 


9 etter he had here been wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 


ell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer Sorrow ; - 
It he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me fo to-morrow, 
Does ſome fav'rite Rival hide him? 
Let her be the happy Creature; 
l not plague myſelf to chide him, 
Nor diſpute with her a Feature: 


But I can't nor will not tarry, 


b may loſe the Time to marry, 
I I wait beyond To-morrow. 


4 Think not, Shepherd, thus to brave me, 
oil It I'm yours, away no longer ; 
Se, you won't, another'l! have me, 
1 may cool, but not grow . 
your Lovers, Girls, forſake you, 
= Whine not in Deſpair and Sorrow; 
Meſt another Lad may make you; 
ſon, Stay for none beyond To-moriow. 


8 SONG 


Fey”. 
SONG XXVII. 


NumMBERLESS KIss Es. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall Gardens. 5 


O ME, Chloe, and give me ſweet Kiſſes, 

For ſweeter no Girl ever gave; 

But why in the midſt of my Bliſſes, 1 
Doſt aſk me how many I'd have? 3 


I'm not to be ſtinted in Pleaſure, 

Then, pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For fince I love thee beyond Meaſure, 

To Numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. Y 


Count the Bees that in Hybla are playing, . 
Count the Flowers that enamel the Fields; . 
Count the Flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 
And the Grain that rich Siciqy yields. . 


Count how many Stars are in Heaven, 
Go number the Sands on the Shore, 
And when ſo many Kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more, 


To a Heart full of Love let me hold thee, 
A Heart, which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 1 
In my Arms let me ever infold thee, | 
And circle thee round, like a Vine, 
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What Joy can be greater than this is? 
My Life on your Lips ſhall be ſpent : 
'The Wretch that can number his Kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content. 
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SONG XXVIIL 
ger by M.. Berg, Sung by Miſs Formantel, at Rane- 


3 lagh, 
9 NE Midſummer Morning when Nature look'd 


| 5 And conn'd o'er the Words I determin'd to ſay ; 


7 


Be 


When Earth ſeem'd to anſwer the Smiles from above, 
And all Things proclaim'd it the Seaſon of Love; 
My Mother cried, Nancy, come haſte to the Mill, 


| Y A Woman alas ! would be nothing without : : 


4 Bleſs my Stars now) ery'd J, huff them rarely J will. 


ö 4 weet Maid, cry'd the Youth, the Fault is not mine, 


gay, 
| | The Birds full of Song, and the Flocks full of Play; 


If the Corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will, 


The Freedom to uſe my Tongue, pleas'd me, no 
4 doubt, 


I went towards the Mill without any Delay, 


But when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill, 


The Miller to Market that Inſtant was gone, 

; The Work it was left to the Care of his Son; 
Now though I can ſcold well as any one can, 

[ I thought 'twould be wrong to ſcold the young Man; 5 
I ſaid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill, 

11 muſt have my Corn ground, I muſt and Lwill, 


No Corn in the Town 1'd grind ſooner than thine ; 
There's no one more ready in pleaſing the Fair, \ 
The Mill ſhall go merrily round I declare, 

Jar hark how the Birds ſing, and ſee how they bill, 
I muſt have a Kiſs firſt, I muſt and I will. 


q” Corn being done, I towards home bent my Way, 

gre whiſper'd he'd ſomething of Moment to lay ; 

Inſiſted to hand me along the green Mead, 

"i there ſwore he lov'd me indeed, and indeed! 
C2 And 


— 


I 28 J 

And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me ſtill, 19 

And ſince that Time T've lik'd him, and like him! 
will. : 

I often ſay, Mother, the Miller P11 huff. 9 

She laughs, and cries, go Girl, ay plague him enough; B 

And ſcarce a Day paſtes but by her Deſir 155 3 


] get a ſly Kiſs from the Youth I admire. | 5 
It Wedlock he wiſhes, his Wiſh I'll fulfil, 2 


And I'll anſwer, O ves, with a hearty good Will. 3 \ 


The AcCciDris; 


Sung by Mrs. Smith, at Sadler's Wells. 


S other Day milking I fat in the Vale, 
Young Damon came up, to addreſs his ſoit 
Tale, 

So ſudden, I ftarted, and gave him a Frown, 8 
For he frighted my Cow, and my Milk was kick'd */ 
down. 1 
'F 
* 


Lord bleſs me, ſays I, what a Duce can you mean, #* 
To come thus upon me, un-thought of, un-ſeenz; AR? 
I never will approve of the Love you pretend, | 
For as Miſchief began, perhaps Miſchief may end. 


P 

J little thought now, he'd his Paſſion advance; | 
But pretty Excuſes made up the Miſchance; | 6 4 
He beg d a kind Kiſs, which I gave him, I vow, |! 8 
And I laid, my own ſelf, all the Fault on my Cow. 8 


| 0 
How many Ways Love can the Boſom invade, . 
His Bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas! for a Maid; 5 
He hinted that Wedlock was what he'd be at, 8 
Bur I thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that. EE 
I Sutter all over when e'er he comes nigh, L 


For if he ſhou'd preſs, I ſhou'd ſurely comply: 


Ws 


[ 29 J 
"1h Wand ne*er ſhall be angry, my Heart itſelf teils, 
FE Though he flings down my Milk, or does any thing 
1 elſe. 


8 ON G XXX. 

1 Tir for Tar. 

| 2 by Mr, Atkins, at Sadler's Wells. 
IJyoNG Daphne made Damon a Dupe to her 


Y I Pride, | 

Ba d ſigh, _ he'd ſtorm, and he'd ſoothe, and he'd 
chide ; 
1 wonder the fair Ones ſo cruel can be, 

Had I been a Damſel, I'm ſure he'd won me: 
But all her Return to his amord us Chat, 
Was, ves, to be ſure! oh, I love vou for that — 


12 
3 


He told her, her Eyes ſhone more bright than the 
9 Day, | 

d e all ſuch of t Things, as all foit Lovers ſay 
That Paſſion deſpis'd, wou'd to Age turn his Youth, 
And that he ſhould die, which was certainly Trath.1 
vet though he ſtill put in his Pleadings fo pat, 

5 Tas, yes, to be ſure, oh! I love you for that! 


Nou finding bis Courthip was on a we k Plan, 
lle threw of the Lover, and put on the Man; 
| And while they both fhelter's one Noon in the Bow'r, 
Swore boldly by Jon ve, he would have her that Hour; 
13 5 She fiown'd, and ſtrait flying the Plac: where he far, 
NCry'd, yes, to be ſure! oh I love you for chat 


3 But Damon ſoon claſp'd the Nymph faſt in his Arms, 
F And ſwore that his F. ame ſhou'd be crown'd with her 
F „ Charms; 
nat Joy to wound Virtue, his Heart was above; 
Ho- 1 we all grow, When we're ha: mper'd in 
ove! 


«al {| | C 3 : 1 He 


11 
He forc'd her to Church, gave her Tit for her Tat, 
And now, there's no doubt, but ſhe loves him for that, 


SON G XXXI. 
Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 


MET in our Village a Swain tother Day, 
| He ſtop'd me, and beg'd me a Moment to ſtay; = 
Then bluſn'd, and in Language I ne'er heard before, 
He talk'd much of Love, and ſome Pains that ge 
bore : 


But what was his Meaning I know not, I vow; 7 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart felt, I cannot tell how. 7 
Each Morning the Jeſſamine, Vi'let and Roſe, 1 
He brings me, with ev'ry ſweet Flower that grows; 
The fweeteſt, and gayeſt he picks from the reſt, 1 
And begs me to wear the fine Things in my Breaſt: * 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow; ; 
| Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels I cannot tell how, 


At my Feet the young Shepherd for ever I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; 

He gazes with Tranſport and kiſſes me too, 

And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true; 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow; 

Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels, 1 cannot tell how. 


| I oft ſee the Tears ſtreaming faft from his Eyes, 3 
And hear him, poor Youth, breathe a thouſand of 
Sighs; 3 
He tells 1 Nymph in the World is like me, 
| Nor Shepherd alive ſo unhappy as He- 
But what is his Meaning I know not, I vow ; 
| Yet, alas! my poor Hs art feels, I cannot tell how. 


| Why does the dear Shepherd to me thus complain, 
| And fay, that my Eyes are the Cauſe of his Pain; 
_ Inde ed 
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ndeed ever ſince his ſad Fate I deplore, 

nnd I wiſh I knew how he might ſuffer no more. 
en do all I can to relieve him I vow, 

If he will be ſo kind, as to teach me, but how. 


> * 


FT SONG XXXI.L 
1 APRIL FO Or. f 
2 Sung by Mr. Atkins, at Saddler's Wells. 


* 


HEN April Day began to riſe, 
W 1 ſaunter'd o'er the verdant Mead; 


And lovely Sally caſt her Eyes, 

Where'er my vagrant Footſteps led. 
> As full of Mirth appear'd the Fair, 
b Upon the Margin of a Pool; 
She beckon'd, but as I drew near, 
She laugh'd and call'd me April Fool. 


I ſhook my poor unthinking Head, 
3 That never dream'd of April Day,; 
= However to myſelf I ſaid, 
3 Young Maid, I'll ſoon this Trick repay. 
She aſk'd me why I ſtupid ſtood, 
Like ſome poor frighted Boy at School, 
Becauſe the Goddeſs of the Flood, 
Says I, makes me an April Fool. 


Oh la! ſaid ſhe, fine Words indeed, 
Enough to turn a Maiden's Heart ; 

of 5 Come, Colin, ſound thy oaten Reed, 

| And play a Love Tune ere we part. 

| J drew my Pipe, which pleas'd her well, 

1 Nor wou'd I let her Fondneſs cool; 

E | J laid her down, but muſt not tell, 

i How ſhe was made an April Fool. 
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SONG XXXIII. 


Sang by Mr. Lowe, and Mrs. Chambers, in f the Con. 
trivances. 


Hz. 
AS TE, haſte and away, my only Dea, 
Make haſte, and away, away; 
For all at the Gate 
Thy true Lover does wait, 
Then pr'ythee make no Delay, 


Suk. 
Oh ! how ſhall I ſteal away, my Love, 
Oh! how ſhall J ical away ? 
My Daddy is near, 
And I dare not for Fear, 
Pray come then another Day. 
„ 
Oh! this is the only Day, my Dear, 
Oh! this is the only Day; 
Fl dra him ande, 
While you thro' the Gates wide, 
And then you may fteal away. 
SHE. 
Then pr'ythee make no Delax, my Dear; 
Then pry thee make no Delay; 
* 1 AR him a Trick, 
For II thp in the Nick, 
Anc wah my true Love away. 
ToctrnHee, 

Oh! Cupid, befriend a loving Pair, 
Oh! Cupid befriend us, I pray; 
Make our Stratagem take, 

For thine ovn ſweet Sake, 

And Amen let all true Lovers ſay, 
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= SONG XXXIV. 
? et by Mr. Howard, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh, 
E that a Cuckold is, let it not grieve him, 


For in his Wants there is one to relieve him; 


And his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 


| aſar a and Pompey were both of them horned. 


C3 


lis Wife repays Rin a Pill of Exchange, in. 
But nis Condition is not to be ic orned, 
Char and Pompey, were both of them horncd, 


The greateſt Lawyer that ever was {ent us, 


ten returns his Wife, non ef: TUVentus ; 
nd th .ough he never fo wile in his Place 12, 


She will ſtill find that a Flaw in his Caſe ie; 
3 Yet his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Cz/ar and Pempey, were both of them horned 


he greateſt Stateſman, that & er was ap plauded, 
Need not to laugh at a Citizen horned; 
For if 'tis true, as in ancient Relations, 
The City Dames, ſtill obey the Court Faſhions ; 
4 Jet his Condition is not to be ſcorned, | 
&</ar and Pente, were both of them horned. 


C5 


He may ſleep quietly when his Wite's waking, 
And may be free from Care, void of Pains taking : 


The Captain upon the Sea, prays for fair Weather, 

Wille his Wife and his Mate ſail both together; 

5 tar-gazing on her Back, at the Moon's s Motion, 
"While the poor Cuckold is at his Devotion; 
Pet his Condition is not to be corned, 

Cæſar and Pompey, were both of them horned. 


The Merchant upon the Sea ſearching for Treaſure , 
What tho! his Merchandize be out of  Meafure ; 
Vet if he kiſs 2 Gir ri, while ke is rangirig, 


While 


——— — — 


Some one, perhaps, pays his Tythes to his Wife, *® 


Cz/ar and Pompey, were both of them horned, 


While the poor Parſon with Zeal is expoundinsg, 
Telling the People their Sins are abounding ; "i 


Heedleſs of Rules for Amendment of Life; 
Yet his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 


You that are Cuckolds, let this be your Comfort, 
There are few others between this and Rumford; 
Brethren all in a Row, ſhake Hands together, 
And never diſdain to wear the Bull's Feather ; 
For your Condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cz/ar and Pompey, were both of. them horned, 


SONG XXXV. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 0 
HE Breed came forth frae the Barn, 
| And ſhe was diting her Cheeks ; Ee 
How can I be married to-day, 

That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets; 
That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets, 1 
And wants a Covering too, "8 


The Breed that has aw Things to borrow, : 
Has e'en reet muckle to do. 4 
Woo'd and Marry'd and aw, 1 


Marry'd and woo'd and aw, 
And was ſhe not very weel off; 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw. 


What is the Matter, quoth Jolly, - 
Though we be fcant o' Claiths; 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive awaw the Fleas, 
The Summer is coming on, 
And we's get Pickles a Woo, 
Wie's fee a Laſs of our ain, | 
And ſhe'll ſpin Blankets enow. 
Woo'd and Maxry'd, &c. 
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Then up ſpake the Breed's Mother, 
The Deel ſtick aw this Pride; 
I had ne a Plack in my Pocket, 
The Day I was made a Breed. 
My Gown was linſey-winſey, 
And ne'er a Sark at aw, 
And you ha' Gowns and Buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa. 
Woo'd and Marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Fether, 
As he came in frae the Plough ; 

Hawd your Tongue, my Daughter, 
And ye'ſe get Geer enough. 

The Stirk that gaus in the 'Tether, 
And our brawd Baſſen Yade, 

To lade your Corn in Harveſt; 
What wad you ha' you Jade ? 

Woo'd and Marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Brother, 
As he came hance frae the Kye; 
Molly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 
Had he knawn you, as weel as I. 
For you'r baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a pure Mon's Wife, 
Gin J neer ke So than you, 
I'ſe neer ha' ane in my Life. 
Woo'd and Marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Siſter, 
As ſhe fat down by the Fire, 

O gin I were married to-Neet, 
"Tis aw that I'd defire. 

But I, pure Girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; | 

1 did not care what came o' me, 
So 1 had but a gude Man. 

6 | 
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Woo'd and Marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and avy, 
And was ſhe not very well off, 
To be woo'd and Marry'd and aw. 


SONG XXXVI. BH 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall by 
Oung Molly who lives at the Foot of the Hill, 3 

And whole Fame ev'ry Virgin, with Envy 4: 
fill, 5 


Of Beauty is blefs'd with fo ample a Share, 
That Men call her the Laſs with the delicate Air. 


One Ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the Grove, % 
In thoughtleſs Retirement, not dreaming of Love; 7 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay Nymph, I declare, 
And really ihe'd got a moſt delicate Air. 


By a murmuring Brook, by a green moſſy Bed, 
A Chaplet compolig, the fair One was laid; 
Surpriz'd and traniported, I cou'd not forbear, 
With Raptures to gaze on her delicate Air. 


That Moment young Cupid ſelected a Dart, 
And pierc d, without Pity, my innocent Heart; 
And from thenee how to win the dear Maid was m, . 
7 Care; Pp 
For a Captive ] fell to her delicate Air. 


When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſt” q, and complain'd I wa 4 N 

rude, = 
And beg'd of all Things: I would not intrude; * | 
I anſwer'd, I cou'd not tell kow I came there : ; 4 
But laid all the Blame on her delicate Air: 


= 


Said her Heart was the Prize which I oy to 0bta: MO 
And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond Pain. 
She neither rejected, nor granted my Prav'r, 


But t Kr d all my Soul wick her delicate Air. 1 
A thou * 


E-ST-5 

"A thouſand Times ſince I've repeated my Suit, 

But fill the Tormentor affects to be mute; 

Then tell me, ye Swains, who have conquer'd the 
- "= Fair, 

9 'E Kos, to win the dear Laſs with the delicate Air. 


94 1 SONG -XXXVII. 


kf 


wh a $ ung by Mis Macklin #9 the Guittar, in the Engliſh- 
0 man 1 Paris. 


Here lived a Man in Ba/lymecrazy, 
© Who wanted a Wife to make him unealy ; 
= Long had he ſigh'd for dear 4/ly Croaker, 
f 3 nd thus the gentle Youth beſpoke her : 
Arrah, will you marry me, dear Ally Croaker, 
2 Arrah, will you marry me, dear Ally Croaker ? 


This artleſs young Man, juſt come from the Schoolery, 
A Novice jn Love, and all its F oolery ; 

Joo dull for a Wit, too grave tor a Joaker, 

Thus in gentle Strains beipoke her: 


; Arrah, will ye marry me, Cc. 


EF le drank with the Father, he talk'd with the Mo- 


2 ther, 
1 He rompt with the Siſter, and gam'd with the Bro- 
| 1 ther, 


He 33 'till he pawn'd his Coat to the Broke 


wa 1 bich loſt him the Heart of his dear Ally * 
| Oh! the fickle, &c. 


4 fo all ye young Mien who are fond of Gaming, 
Flo ipend your Money, while others are ſaving ; 
Portune's a ſilt, the Devil may choak her, 
2 Jilt more inconſtant than dear Aliy Croaker. 
Oh! the fickle, fickle y Croaker. 

Cn! the fickle, fickle Ally Creater ! aj 
A 5 SONG 
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. $ONG XX&XVII. 
Sung by Mr, Lowe, at Vauxhall, 


I Told my Nymph, I told her true, 
| My Fields were ſmall, my Flocks were few; 

While fault'ring Accents ſpoke my Fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of Crops deſtroy'd by vernal Cold, 
And vagrant Sheep that left my Fold ; 1 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet ſore to hear, = fo 
And was not Flavia then ſincere ? - 
How chang'd by Fortune's fickle Wind, 
The Friend: J lov'd became unkind ; 
She heard and ſhed a gen'rous Tear, 
And is not Flavia then ſincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my Love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for Dreſs ; 
'This too ſhe heard, and {mil'd to hear, 

And Flawia ſure muſt be ſincere. 


Go ſhear your Flocks, ye jovial Swains, 
Go reap the Plenty of your Plains 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 
J know my Flavia's Love's ſincere. 


—L——— — ——— ——— 
17 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, 
1 Vauxhall. 4 
S J went o'er the Meadows, no matter the P2 
A Shepherd I met who came tripping that Wa 
I was going to Fair all ſo bonny and gay. 1 
He aſk d me to let him go with me there,. 


1 
"4 

* 

7 * 
8 


4 


No Harm ſhall come to you, young Damſel, I ſwear 
I' buy you a Fairing to put in your Hair. _ E. 
WA | Ou 


4 1 
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1 11 

o've a good Way to go, it is more than a Mile, 
Peil reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon ſtile, 
Ve a Story to tell, that will charm you the while. 
o go with him farther, I did not much care, 


1 


* 


I he ſhould do ſo I wou'd go no more there, 
*Fhough I long'd &er ſo much for a Gift from the 
When we got to the Stile he wou'd ſcarce be ſaid, no, 
Fe preſt my ſoft Lips, as if there he wou'd grow, 
Take Care how that Way with a Shepherd you go. 
Fonfounded I ran, when I found out his Snare, 

No Ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch Hands will I wear, 
Nor go while I live for a Gift to the Fair. 


\ 3 et by Mr, Worgan, Sung by Mr, Lowe, at Vaux- 
1 | hall. 


a 
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EE Moon ſhone forth ſerenely bright, 
C And all the leſſer Stars gave Light, 
Io witneſs Cz/ia's Shame; 

e highly injur'd Gods declare, 


bez 2 


he tender Oath ye heard her ſwear, 
That blotted all her Fame. 


* he ſwore while Wolves the Lambs deſtroy, 
r dread Orion's Storms annoy, 


The Bark in Winter's Sea; 
2 


While 


[ 4 ] 
While Zyphirs fans Apollo's Locks, 


Or Shepherds pipe to fleecy Flocks, 
Our Love ſhould mutual be. 


Yet Czlia may repent too late; 

For ſlighted Love, ſoon turns to Hate, 
And Strephon will diſdain ; 

The Nymph who baſely ſhares her Heart, 


And gives an envy'd Rival Part, | 1 A 
To give her Lover Pain. - 
To you, who mocking, hear my Sighs, 5 And 


And quaff Love's Nectar from her Eyes, 
This ſacred Truth I tell; | 

Shou'd Cupid lend thee all his power, 

She'll ſtill watch ſome unguarded Hour, 
And bid thee too farewel. 


S ON G XIII. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sang by Miß Stephenſon, 
Vaux-hall. 


LL Attendants apart, 
Iexamin'd my Heart, 
Laſt Night when J laid me to reſt; 
And, methinks, I'm inclin'd, 
To a Change of my Mind, 
For you know ſecond Thoughts are the bet, 


'To retire from the Crowd, 
And make ourſelves good, 
By avoiding of ev'ry 'Femptation, 
Is in Truth to reveal, 
What we'd better conceal, 
That our Paſſions want ſome Regulation. 


It vill much more redound 
'To our Praiſe, to. be found, 


E11! 
a World ſo abounding with Evil, 
art and pure, 


£ ho' not ſo demure, 
To wage open War with the Devil. 


3 in bidding farewell 
To the Nymphs of the Cell, 
15 prepare for a militant Life, 
7 And if brought to diſtreſs, 
5 Why then I'll confeſs, 
40 do Pennance in Shape of a Wife. 


SONG XLII. 


0 t 4 Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at 


Vauxhall. 


s \ HEN tuter d under Mamma's Care, 
43 Such Charms I did inherit; 

Ys ſtrict Charge that none ſhould dare, 
Jo curb my growing Spirit. 


al 


"Xe and Boſom ne'er were hid, 
KRomances ever reading; 
To hold my Head up I was bid, 
That I might how my Breeding. 
* Turns I play'd the Flirt, and Prude, 
Affected Joy, and Sorrow 

| what to-day was monſtrous rude, 
I thought polite to-morrow. 


B WD ukes and Earls IL was addreſs: d, 
Y Each Fop ſure of ſucceeding 

age vey one I made a Jeſt, 

That I might ſhew my Breeding, 


ing Damon too confeſs'd a Flame, 
And Rivals he had many ; 
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[ 42 ] 
But though I us'd him juſt the ſame, 
I ik'd him beſt of any. 


With Tears and Sighs he often ſwore, 
For me his Heart was bleeding ; 
I only plagu'd him ſtill the more, 
That I might ſhew my Breeding. 
Enrag'd he vow'd to break his Chain, 
And fly to ſmiling Kitty; 
I cou'd not bear to meet Diſdain, 
For one not half ſo pretty; 


With gentle Words I bid him ſtay, 


For Pardon fell to pleading; _ 1 þ 

We went to Church, and from that Day, 4 
I ſhew'd him better Breeding. W. 5 
SONG XIII. 


5 3 
Ser by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vaud. 
TINT me not in Love or Wine, e 
I'll have full Draughts of either; ir 
Round me ſprings the mantling Vine, 1 
Bacchus haſte thee hither. 


| ee 
See, ſee the Grape bleeds to repleniſh my Cup, 4 
TIl drink it Si lenus; I'll drink it all up: Vid 
And tho' my Feet ſtagger, and tho' my Eyes roll 
Ve Bacchanals bring me another full Bowl. he 


Truce with your Bumpers ; Venus now, 
The ruddy Victor chaces ; _ 
Send ſome Nymph with graceful Brow, E k 
To my warm Embraces. _ 7 


See blooming young Hebe is now on the Wing, . 
As ripe as full Summer, as wanton as Spring; . 
Ye Fairies and Dryads far hence from the Grove,. 
"Tis Silence and Gloom that is ſacred to Lore. 

| | | tee! 


L 43-3 


teering thus from Joy to Joy, 

Careful Thoughts I baniſh ; 

Time this Flame ſhall ne'er deſtroy, 
Others blaze and vaniſh. 

races, and Satyrs my Chaplet prepare, 
Myrtle and Ivy come bind up my Hair, 
bile | in due Juſtice, your Pains will requite, 


Inking all Day, and by loving all Night. 


We 
"0 
EY 
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1 SONG XIIV. 


1 0 Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mi Stevenſon, at 
"0 Vauxhall, 


FRIGHT Se, at length, by Thetis woo'd, 
s funk beneath the Weſtern Flood; 
ow within yon ſacred Grove, 
* a e to meet the Youth I love. 

d beneath the Beechen Shade, 
Wie Zephyrs whiſper round his Head; 
inks I hear him fighing ſay, 
, lovely Cælia, haſte away. 


£0 e, my Damon, fraught with Joy, 
as the Mountain Deer 1 fly; 

Min thy faithful Arms to lay, 

love the Cares of Life away. 

1 Wc will 1 vow, dear, gen'rous Youth, 
Poe thee with eternal Truth; 

as great Heaven's unchang'd Decree, 
keep my ſpotleſs Heart for thee. 


at fond Heart, the trueſt, beſt, 
ever warm'd a Virgin's Breaſt ; 

Hat fond Heart, dear Youth, I ſwear, 
„only thou, art treaſur'd there. 

re ſhalt thou ever, deareſt Swain, 
>oſlom's faithful Inmate reign ; 


While 


[44] 


While oft J ſay, what all muſt ſee, 
Was ever Woman bleſt, like me. 


SONG XLV. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Suns at Vauxhill. 4 


ONG, long I deſpair'd a young ene 1 
find, 

Nor proud of his Merit, nor falſe as the Wind; 

But at laſt T have got a dear Lad to my Mind ; 

Oh! I never can part with my Willy! 

We hi'd to the Altar laſt Midſummer Day, 

J bluſh'd all the while, and ſcarce knew what to | 

But I vow'd {I remember) to love and l 
Can I do any leſs with my Willy? 


His Breath 3s as fragrant as freſh Morning Air; I 
His Face than the Roſe is more ruddy 1 ſwear; © 3 | 
And his Kiſſes as ſweet - Oh! beyond all Comp 
There is not ſuch a Lad as my 7. 
With him none pretends or to pipe or to play. hi 
Then whe tender ſoft Things will the dear She 
a a 
With Eaſe, 4 am ſure, he might ſteal Hearts ak al 
But I'll never Ciltraſt thee, my Milly. : 


When I droop'd all in Pain, and hung down my i 
How kindly he watch'd me] what Tears did he 
Nor left me a Moment till Sickneſs was fled : 7 
Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy? We 
Should Death from my Sight tear the Shepherd 10M . 
Let him take (if he chooſes) then me away too; 
For why ſhould I tarry, or what could I do, | 
Should I loſe ſuch a Lad as my Willy? 
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I SONG XLVI. 
| of by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vaux-Hall, 
1 E LL me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
@ Lately wand'ring o'er the Green, 
a "3 's Son, a little Boy, | 
, f Frolick, Mirth, and Joy? 
know his Shelter, ſay; 
from Venus gone aſtray. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


J Marks the God you'll Know: 

his Shoulder hangs a Bow, 

125 fraught with Darts, 

Þ ſure to human Hearts: 

he's naked, little, blind, 

yy In triumph o'er the Mind. 

Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


as the Light'ning's Wound 
piercing Arrow found: 

che Boſom's Heart it puns, 

08 (ternal Mark remaghs : 

rss Shield itſelf is bike 
unluſpected Stroke. 

Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen. 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


1 2 pe Urchin's ſeen to lie 

32 in the ſunny Eye; 

 deftin'd Prey he ſeeks 

E Maiden's roſy Cheeks : 

ay Breaſts, or curling Hair, 

rnceal the pleaſing Snare. 

3 Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip oer the Green ? 


4 


2 1 n 
1 


She 


1 46 J 
She that the Receſs reveals, 
Where the God himſelf conceals, 
Shall a Kiſs receive this Night 
From her Heart's ſupreme Delight: 
To Venus let her bring the Boy, 
| She ſhall taſte Love's Freetelt Joy. 
Tell me, Lafles, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


SONG XLVII. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, | 
OUNG YToeckey, who teaz'd me a T4 


month, or more. 

Now bolder is grown than was Mortal before;l 
He whiſpers ſuch Things as no Virgin ſhould }; ww 
And he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth J = 
And he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth I can: 


With Stories of Love he would ſoften my Mint 4 
And his Eyes ſpeak a Temper to Miſchief incl 
But I vow not a Moment II truſt him alone, 9 
And when next he grows rude I will bid him be 
And when, &c. 4 4 


Of Honour and Truth no 7 


ta Word has he ſpołe 
And his Actions declare he thinks Virtue a Ich 
He ſhall find his Miſtake, if he ventures to try; 4 [4 
For, than yield on ſuch Terms, oh! I rather woll A 
For, than, &c. 2» 


With no Creature beſide he ſuch Freedom can b . 
Yet the Handſome and Witty he quits for my A 
But how can I think he loves me the beſt, 2 
Or how can J love him who'd break all my 0 : 
Or how, &c. . 

Oh ! Teckey, reform, nor bo fooliſh again, 3 | 
Leſt you loſe a fond Heart you ſhall never rl | 


3 1 

ou change your Behaviour, and to Church chooſe 
: e | 

forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay No. 

1 orgive, &c. 


SONG XLVIII. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


Adorn'd with ev'ry Bloom and Grace 
That Love and Youth cou'd bring; 
Mh Sweetneſs too in all her Form, 
„Thought her one celeſtial born. 
And took her for the Spring. 


HEN firſt I ſaw my Delia's Face, 


n Day a Charm was added more; 

Wc and Language ſwell'd the Store, 
Wich all the Force of Reaſon : 

yet ſo frolic and ſo gay, | 
kd with the op'ning Sweets of May, 
Wy dhe look'd the, 


none the happy Hl [ 2D a 
Unwiſh'd her Beatles 
a'd my Paſhon in hg 
Nove, ſhe ſaid, ſhe cou'd not hear, 
And yet ſeem'd ripe as Autumn. 
e Roſe not gather'd in its Prime, 
| fade and fall in little Time; 
So! began to hint ther. 
087 Cheeks confeſs'd a Summer's Glow; 
. oh! her Breaſt of driven Snow 
3 Conceals a Heart of Winter. 


0-00 1 
SONG XLE. | 
Set by As, Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, | 
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S on Tay's Banks I wander'd in ſearch 


Fair, * 
How ſmooth was the Stream! and how ſoft ga 
Air! "0 

To nothing but thee ſuch a Scene I compare 
And thee it reſembles, dear Jenny. 4 


The deep cryſtal Wave was a Type of thy Face, | 4 
(I thought it ſo clear it might ſerve for thy Glas, 
And the Curls that were there for thy Dimples n 


' paſs : } 

I vow'd *twas the Picture of Jenny. Kc 

Methought it took in all the Charms of thy Min c 

To Virtue, to Love, and to Pity inclin'd, 'F 
The tender ſoft Paſſions that feel no rude Wind; 

For calm is the Boſom of Jenny. 3 . 

All pleas'd with the Proſpect, I wiſh'd the bright! «a * 


Cou'd have ſeen her dear Self. in this Mirror diiphſ 
T was like her when laſt the fiyect Girl I ſurvey 8 
Like none it coul he but-my Jenny. © 

FIN | = 

But ſudden a Tempeſt F ng'er ſaw before 1 
Made the Billows ariſe, and the Waves foam andi 
I thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the Shore: 
Ah me! even then it was Jenny. | 1 
The ſame dreadful Sight, when to Spleen you 
clin'd, 3 

When to me you are croſs, and to others are Kin 
But never, dear Girl, raiſe this Storm in vour Mu 


T will Kill me, believe me, dear Jenny. 
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[ 49 ] 
80 NG L. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Thyr/s, ye Shepherds, is gone: 
REY I look all around for the Swain: 
"Be's fled, and Joy with him is flown : 
He leaves me to Sorrow and Pain. 
Where is it [ madly would rove ? 
Can ye tell me what's left worth my Stay? 
'Y Foo late I perceive it was Love 
| 4 All the while led my Fancy aſtray. 
All the while led my Fancy aſtray. 

bat avails if I tarry behind, 
Now my Heart he has ſtole quite away ? 
Ko Comfort on Earth ſhall I find, 
No Reſt or by Night or by Day. 
When he ſung, oh ! I liſten'd with Glee : 
„ When he ſmil'd, how I languiſh'd and figh'd ! 

' Meer thought I the Moment to ſee. 

Than to ſee I could wiſh to have died. 

Then to ſee, &c. 


ut who is it that comes o'er the W 7 

. Tis Hue, the dear wiſh'd-for Youth : 
Ko Death e'er ſhall part us 1 ween, 

For than Death is much ſtronger his Truth. 
he Muſe ſaw them meet in the Grove, 
Saw the Maid and the Shepherd all vleſt: 
Ze vow'd to be true to his Love: 

She dares not to whiſper the reſt. 

She dares not, &c. 


= WS, 
0 ö 

6 ö 
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SONG. II. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


Þ EAREST Kitty! kind and fair! 
Tell me when, and tell me where, 


C9 3 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
When we thus ſhall meet agein ? 
Where ſhall Strephon fondly ſee 
Beauties only found in thee ? 
Beauties only found in thee. 


Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play 
All the happy live-long Day, 
Deareſt Kitty! kind and fair! 

Tell me when, and tell me where, 
Tell me when, and tell me where. 


All the happy Day, tis true, 
Bleſt, but only then, with you; 
Nightly Strephon ſighs alone, 
Sighs till Amen makes us one, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one. 


Tell me then, and eaſe my Pain, 
'Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
When the Prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling Hand to mine ? 
Deareſt K:ity ! kind and fair! 
Tell me when; 1 care not where. 
'Tell me when ; 1 care not where. 


8 0:N-G LIL 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


HE Sun in Virgin Luftre ſhone, 

May Morning put its Beauties on, 
The Warblers ſung in hvelier Strain, 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plain, 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plain, 
When Love, a ſoſt intruding Gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's Breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the Nymph, Away, 
For this is Nature's Holiday. 
For this is Nature's Holiday. 


11 
e tender Impulſe wing'd his Haſte ; 
e painted Mead he inſtant paſs'd, 

'Þ ſoon the happy Cot he gain'd, 
here Beauty ſlept and Silence * d. 
w here Beauty, &c. 


= = If 


A Jake, m my Fair, the Shepherd cries, 
TS new-born Pleaſure ope thine Eyes: 
Ae, my Sylv1a, hail the May, 

F 0 this is Nature's Holiday. 


ö this : &c. 
Fat 


th came the Maid in Beauty bright, 
Phoebus in Meridian Light: 
Ent-anc'd in Rapture, all confeſs'd, 

55 Shepherd claſp'd her to his Breaſt, 
& Shepherd, K*. 


Th In, cazing, with a ſpeaking Eye, 
| Inatch da Kits, and heav'd a Sigh, 
Ay *'ting Sigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Wider, Youth's our Holiday. 

Co 95 Iier, &c 


1 boſt, ſhe bad, for Pity's Sake; ; 
7h Wt Ki me e'er i'm Well av ake 
Orgs ſo early came you here ? 

16 mail you thus the riſing Year? 
\nghail, &c. 


Innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide ! 
haſte to Joy, the Swain reply d; 
aſure's flow'ry Fields we'll ſtray, i 
a this thall be Love's Holiday. 

Mrhis, &c. 


£ Ion Glow warm'd o'er her Cheek; ; 
he dok'd the Thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak ; 
Mat own'd Nature's ſoft Command, 

= Damon ſeiz d her trembling Hand, 


f 
| 
| 
| 
| 


LE] 

Nis dancing Heart in Tranſport play d; 
To Church he led the bluſhing Maid, 
Then bleſs'd the happy Morn of May ; ; I 
And now their Life's all — | 2 
And now, &c. 


8 0 NG LIII. 


Sung by My, Beard, in the Fair Quaker of Dell, * 


OW little do the Landmen know 
Of what we Sailors feel, 
When Waves do mount, and Wi nds do bloy' 
But we have Hearts of Steel. 
No Danger can affright us; 


No Enemy ſhall flout : 5 0 
We'll make the Monſieurs ight us: = 
So toſs the Can about. 7 0 
Stick ſtout to Orders, Meſſmates; - ' 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink : 3 E 


Then, France, have at your Firſt-Rates; 

For Br:tons never ſhrink. | 
We rummaye all we fancy; ; 

We'll bring them in by Scores; 
And Mall, and Kate, and Nancy 

Shall N in Louis d'Ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble Commodore, 

We'll ſpend our Wages freely, Boys, 
And then to Sea for more. 

In Peace we'll drink and ſing, Boys; ; 
In War we'll never fly: 

Here's a Health to George our King, Boys, 
And the Royal Famuly, 


9 O \ 4 


8 
1 


2 
OT? 
RT” 
3 
3 
* d 
«id 


© ue 
> Lay We 


M$ 
— 
Vs 
24. 
wo” 


* 


E =$9 * 


SONG LIV. 
The Incurtious. Sung at Vauxhall. 


I'VE me but a Wife; I expect not to find 
Fach Virtue and Grace in one Female combin'd : 
I Goddeſs for me; tis a Woman I prize, 

d he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


he young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mould; 

AF hc claims my Reſpect, lice a Mother, if old: 

haus either can pleaſe me, ſince Woman | prize, 
Id he that ſeeks more, is more curious than wiſe. 


Re Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her Eye; 
plind, ſne the Roving of mine cannot ſpy: 
us either is lovely; for Woman I prize, 


ad he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


ich be my Bride, ſhe brings Tokens of Love; 

poor, then the farther from Pride my Remove: 

Mas either contents me; for Woman I prize, 

Id he that ſeeks more is more curious than wile. 


Ie er mall want Converſe, if Tongue ſhe poſſeſs; 
"M80 if mute, {11 the Rarity pleaſes no leſs: 
ſuited to either; for Woman I prize, 


i he that ſeexs more is more curious than wiſe, 


en ceaſe, ye Profane, on the Sex to deſcant; 
6 b , . * 7 

ou've Wit to diſcern, of Charms they've no want: 
Ich Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize, 
d he that ſeeks more 15 more curious than wile. 


ON LY, 
In the Winter's Tale. | 
OME, come, my good Shepherds, our Flocks 
3 we mult ſhear ; 
jay Holiday Suits 1 your Laſſes appear: 


3 The 


The happieſt of Folks are the Guileleſs and Free 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we? 3 
We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taught; oF 
We practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught: FE 
Whatwe think in our Hearts you may read in our Fre 

For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Diſguiſe. 


By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led; d 
But we all the Children of Nature are bred : 1 
By her Hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 3 
For the Roſes will bloom when there's Peace in i 1 


Breaſt. | oF 
That Giant, Ambition, we never can dread ; Let! 
Our Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head; 80 
Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs open our Door; 806 


They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the Poor, g 


When Love has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we reveal; 
Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we fe, Þ 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 4 
And leave to fine Folk to deceive and betray. 


8 ON G LVI. 


SOLICITUDE: A Paſtoral. 
Set by Mr. Arne. 


HY will you my Paſſion reprove, 

Why term it a Folly to grieve, 

Ere I tell you the Charms of my Love? 
She's fairer than you can believe, 
She's fairer than you can believe. 


With her Mien ſhe enamours the Brave ; 
With her Wit the engages the Free; 

With her Modeſty pleaſes the Grave : 
She's ev'ry Way pleaiing to me, 
She's, &c. ED 


1 1 

"Shen Paridel tries in the Dance 

Some Favour with Phillis to find, 

ut how with one trivial Glance 
Might ſhe ruin the Peace of my Mind, 
Ilicht the, Kc. 


My Ringlets he dreſſes his Hair, 

And his Crook is beſtudded around; 
Ind his Pipe Oh! may Phillis beware 

Of a Magic there is in its Sound. 

Of a Magick, &c. 


At his Crook be with Hyacinths bound, 


so Phi/lis the Trophy deſpiſe: 


If 


* 
U. 


jo! [ 
v4 


"Tet his Forehead with Laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phillis's Eyes. 
So they, &c. 


Is a Stranger to Paridel's Tongue; 


Or ſure I muſt envy the Song. 


3 Or {ure I muſt envy the Song. 


15 


3 SONG LVII. | 
De Cock and a Built. Sung at Ranelagh. 
A Set by Mr. Arne. 

O take in good Part the Squeeze of the Hand, 

That Language of Lovers who dare not demand, 
Id when with another as cloſe and as dear 
Wu 've made him believe his Happineſs near, 
u've made him believe his Happineſs near; 
Then to tell him a Tale, then to tell him a Tale, 
Ihen to tell him a Tale of a Cock and a Bull, 
hat you meant no ſuch Thing, but was playing 
- the Fool. | 
7 hat you meant no ſuch Thing, but was playing 


the Fool, | 
Wa: The 


C394 
The Tread on the Toe to admit and be free, 
And trait to reply with the Toe Repartee ; 
To expreſs with your Eyes your inward Deſires, 
And thus with full Hopes to kindle his Fires ; 
Then tell him a Tale, &c. | 


When he wants to diſcloſe what he dares not reveal; 4 
When he looks very filly, and means a great des! 
When he thinks(ife'er Thinking ſhould enter his Bra þ 
You'll now grant his Wiſh, the Eaſe of his Pain 
Then to tell him a Tale, &c. 


To let him, enraptur'd, proceed on to B iſs; 2 
To ſuffer the Snatch or a Theft of the Kiſs; N 
When Coyneſs retreating unwillingly flies; — 
When Sighs anſwer Murmurs, and Eyes talk to Eye“, 
Then to tell him a Tale of a Cock and a Bull. 
That you meant no ſuch Thing, but was playin 7 
the Fool. = 


SONG LVIII. 


To DELIA. Set by Mr. Arne. 


OF T pleaſing Pains, unknown before, = 
My beating Boſom feels, - 
When I benold the bliſsful Bow'r 
| Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
That Way I daily drive my Flock ; 
Ah! happy, happy Vale! 
There look, and wiſh ; and while I look 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale. 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale. 


Sometimes at Midnight I do firay 
Beneath inclement Skies, 

And there my true Devotion pay 
Jo Delia's fleep-ſeal'd Eyes: 


1 


—— — 


Dy My — — — 2 — — beſt — 3 
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Jo pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious Travel faint, 

To kiſs alone the clay-cold Tomb 
Ot ſome lov'd fav'rite Saint. 

Of ſome, &c. 5 

a; F tell, ye Shades, that fold my Fair, 
And all my Bliſs contain, 

h; why ſhould ye thoſe Bleſſings ſhare, 
For which I ſigh in vain: | 
But let me not at Fate repine, 

And thus my Griefs impart; 
Phe's not your Tenant ; — ſhe is mine: 
ler Manſion is my Heart. 
„Her Manſion is my Heart, 


o wm 
| 3 Sung at Drury -Lane Theatre. 
FNOnfin'd to the Houſe till the Age of Fifteen, 


Nor Man but the Clowns of our Pariſh had ſeen, 
Nor Man but the Clowns of the Pariſh had ſeen ; 
An Aunt to inſtru me, a formal old Maid, 
A formal old Maid, 
And l, ſilly I, full believ'd all ſhe ſaid. 
And J, filly I, ſtill believ'd all ſhe ſaid. 


My Aunt in the Grave, to the Town ſtraight I flew, 
ind inſtantly fond of each Pleaſure I grew; | 

he Sparks waited round me where-ever J went, 

nd J, filly I, could not gueſs what they meant. 

nd J, &c, 


They call me a Goddeſs, and, ſighing, declare 
The Toaſts of the Town are not like me ſo fair; 
hey vow and declare, and my Pity invoke, 
Ind J, filly I, then believ'd all they ſpoke, 
Ind J, &c. | 
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Vet when her Pity J implor'd. 


I claſp'd the Maid; it wak'd her Pride: 


— ————— — — * 


8 Bud Lose, &c. 
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They tickled my Pride, but my Heart ſtill was free, 


Nor one of them all was a Conqueſt for me, 


Till young Strephon advanc'd, and quickly he taught [ 


What I, filly J, till that Moment had ſought. 


What I, &c. | | 1 
With good Breeding and Senſe his Love he declard, * 


Not like the vain Fops who before had appear'd : 


His Expreſſions were ſweet and ſprung from his Mind, | 
And J, happy I, to my Szrephon was join'd. 2 


And I, happy I, to my Szrephon was join'd. 


SONG IX. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUN G Daphne was the prettieſt Maid 
'The Eyes of Love cou'd ſee, 
And but one Fault the Charmer had ; 
"Twas Crue'ty to me. 
"Twas Cruelty to me. 


No Swain that e'er the Nymph ador'd 
Was fonder or was younger ; 


"Twas, ſtay a little longer, 
"Twas, &c. | 


It chanc'd I met the blooming Fair, 
One May Morn, in the Grove; 

When Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear, 
Now, now's the 'Time tor Love. 
Now, &c. | 


What! did I mean to wrong her! 
Not ſo, my gentle dear, I cry'd; 
But Love wall ſtay no longer. 
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nen, kneeling at her Feet, I ſwore 
How much I lov'd, how well; 

t nd that my Heart which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell. 

Pith her, &c. 

Feonſent Kood ſpeaking in the Eye 

Of all my Care's Prolonger : 

. Yet Daphne utter d wizh a Sigh, 
Oh! ſtay a little longer. 
On! Ray, &c. | 

he Conflict in her Soul I ſaw 

T wixt Virtue and Deſire: 

Oh! come, I cry'd, let Hymer's Law 

Z Give Sanction to Love's Fire, 

2 Give Sanction, &c. 


Ye Lovers, gueſs how great my Joys! 
Cou'd Rapture well prove ſtronger ? 
When Virtue ſpoke in Daphnè's Voice, 
ou now—fhall ſtay no longer, 
Lou now—ſhall ſtay no longer. 


GN I. 
Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 
I'S a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they 


3) are twain, 

Ice 7-/yr/45 neglected the Nymphs of the Plain, 
Ind wou'd tempt me to walk the gay Meadows along, 
hear a foft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. 
car a foft Tale, or to fing him a Song. 


Mat at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to a Flame 3 
ny Heart it was Love, in the Youth 'twas the ſame 3 
m each other our Paſſion we ſought not to hide; 

3 who ſhou'd love moſt was our Conteſt and Pride. 
"=, D 6 But 


And aFlame,withoutFortune'srich Gifts on its Side, 


N 


But Love breaks the Fences J vainly had made, 


To ev'ry Nymph I vow'd my Truth; 


L I . 
But Prudence foon whiſper'd us, Love not too well, i 
« For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell, 4 


The grave ones will ſcorn, and a Mother muſt hide, 2 
c The grave, &c.“ 1 


Afraid of Rebukes, he his Viſits forbore, 

And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with Patience, a Seaſon more kind 
So I put the dear Shepherd quite out or my Mind. 
So I put, &c. 


Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid : 

If we ſigh fot each other, ah! quit not your Care 
Condemn the God Cupid; but bleſs the fond Pair, 
Condemn the God Cup:d ; but bleſs the fond Pair, 


SONG IXI. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


OO long a giddy wand'ring Youth, 
From Fair to Fair, I rov'd: 


Tho? all alike I lov'd : | 2 
Yet, when the Joy 1 wiſh'd was paſt, 1 
My Truth appear'd a Jeſt: 4 


| But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 


That Conftancy is beſt. 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other Fools, at fema'e Wiles 
Twas my Delight to rail; = 

Their Sighs, their Vows, their Tears, their Smiles, 
Were falſe, I thought, and frail : 15 8 
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It, by Reflection's . Power, 
l ſee their Worth confeſt; 

hat Man cannot enough adore : 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 

That Conſtancy is beſt. 


The roving Heart at Beaufy's Sight 

May glow with fond Defire ; 

Pet, tho' Poſſeſhon yield Delight. 

It damps the lawleſs Fire: 

| But Love's celeſtial faithful Flames 

Still catch from Breaſt to Breaſt ; 

While ev'ry home-felt Joy proclaims 
> That Conſtancy is beſt, 

| That Conftancy 1s beft, 


No ſolid Bliſs from Change reſults ; 
No real Raptures flow; 

But, fix'd to one, the Soul exults, 
And taſtes of Heav'n below. 
With Love, on ev'ry gen'rous Mind, 
Is Truth's fair Form impreſt; 

And Reaſon dictates to Mankind, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 

| * That Conſtancy is beſt. 


80 NG: Tum. 
Damon and CxLIA. 4 Dialogue. 


Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


1 "4 
— 


CELIA. 


Es, Damon, yes, I can approve, 

2 Sce all thy Merit, all thy Love; 

nt ſhipwreck'd once, I leave the Shore. 
Ind truſt the faithleſs Seas no more. 

ind truſt the faithleſs Seas no more. 
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Thy Vows are loſt, thy Tears are vain, 
For I can never love again, 
Thy Vows are loſt, thy Tears are vain, 
For I can never love again. 


Damon. 


And could'ſt thou then, bewitching Maid, 


Could'ſt thou be ſlighted or betray'd ? 
Or, 1s it but an artful Tale, 

O'er Damon's Paſſion to prevail? 
O' er Damon's, &c. 

For ſurely thou wert born to reign, 
To love, and to be lov'd again, 

For ſurely, &c. 


| CELIA. 
If Celia could once more believe, 
Damon, like Thyr/is, would deceive : 
And yet, methinks it cannot be s 


There muſt be Faith and Truth in thee. 


There muſt, &c. | | 
Truſt me, thy Celia feels thy Pain, 
And wiſhes ſhe could love again. 


Truſt me, &c. 


Damon. 


Why then, thoſe Fears that rack thy Breaſt ? 


Say that thou wilt, and I am bleſt : 
But, if my Vows ſucceſsleſs prove, 
Damon ſhall bid adieu to Love. 
Damon ſhall bid adieu to Love. 
Like thee, reſolve to quit the Plain, 
And never, never love again, 

Like thee, reſolve to quit the Plain, 
And never, never love again, 


L 63 J. 
SONG IXIV. 


Ara ADDRESS to the LADIES, 


Sung at Ranelagh, 


T E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little Things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome Round, 

Pray tell me from whence this Indecency ſprings, 
Ihe Sexes at once to confound ? 

What means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine Air, 
With each Motion deſien'd to perplex * 

Brioht Eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex dear Girls. 
And Softnefs the Teſt of your Sex. 


The Girl who on Beauty depends for Support 
May call ev'ry Art to her Aid; 
Bic Boſom diſplay d, and the Petticoat ſhort, 
Are Samples ſne gives of her Trade: 
Bt you, on whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom Pride has preſerv'd from the Snare, 
 Sou'd ſlily attack us with Coyneſs and Wiles, 
Not with open and inſdlent Air brave Girls. 
Not with, &c. 
Tic Venus, whoſe Statue delights all Mankind, 
= Shrinks modeſtly back from the View, 
And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the Artiſt deſign' d, 
oo ſerve as a Model for you. 
Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her A; 
Nor venture too much to reveal: 
Nur Fancies will paint what you cover with Care, 
And double each Charm you conceal - ſweet Girls. 
| E And double, &c. 
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And vain Deſign of conq ring Hearts. 


! 
The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can precure: 1 
Oh! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll PI 1 
And your Empire is ſolid, and ſure: Y 
But, if Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in Fear of our Lives, 
You may do very well for Siſters or Aunts; 
Believe me you'll never be Wives poor Girls. 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives. 


SONG LXV. 


The Cholck. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


AD I, ye Swains, the happy Pow'r 

: To make the Nymph I wou'd adore, 
Her Skin ſhou'd be as Lillies fair, 

With roſy Lips, and nut-brown Hair. 

With roſy Lips, and nut-brown Hair. 


With Limbs well turn'd ; her Air and Mein, 
At once, both ſprightly and ſerene, 

At once both ſprightly and ſerene ; 

Beſide all this, a nameleſs Grace 


Shou'd be diffus'd all o'er her Face. | . 
This for her Form: Now, for her Mind; 14 
F'd have it open, gen rous, kind, 2 
Be void of all coquetiſh Arts, 


And vain, &c. 


Not ſway'd by any Views of Gain, 

Nor ford of giving others Pain. 

Nor fond, &c. 

But ſoft, tho bright, like her own Eyes ; ; 
* witty, gayly wiſe. 
2 


, L 95 +] 

I have her ſkill'd in ev'ry Art, 

That can engage a wandering Heart ; 
2, now all the Sciences of Love, 

Vet ever willing ta improve. 

Jet ever, &c. | 

0 preſs the Hand, and roll the Eye, 
And ſometimes drop an am'rous Sigh. 
Ind ſometimes, &c. 
And yet I'd have the Charmer be 
[By Nature only taught, or me. 

Id have her to ſtrict Honour ty' d, 
Ind yet without one Spark of Pride; 
In Company well dreſt and fine, 
Jet not ambitious to outſhine. 

et not, &c. 


* 


In private always neat and clean; 

And quite a Stranger to the Spleen, 
And quite, &c. 

Well pleas'd to grace the Park or Play, 
And ſometimes dance the Night away. 


4 SONG LXVI. 
| : Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


= LITHE Coln's bleſt Art 

2 Has bewitch'd my young Heart, 

And, truſt me, there's Place for none other: 
Z Shou'd he once ceaſe to woo, 
What muſt ſcorn'd Moliy do? 

For there's not in the World ſuch another. 
For there's not in the World ſuch another. 
No Lad on the Plain 
Sure can pipe like my Swain; 
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[66 ] 
So fweetly can carol no other : 
Oh! how oft in the Vale 
Have I heard his loft Tale! 
By Moon-light he'll tell me another. 
By Moon light, &c. 


Wit, Beauty, and Truth, 

All be deck the dear Youth : 
Perſuade me my Love not to ſmother: 

He has Riches in Store; 

Yet he courts me, tho' poor: 
He ſwears that he doats on no other. 
He ſwears, &c. 


Shou'd he chance to proclaim, 

To the Shepherds his Flame, 

They'll envy, and make a great Pother : 
Let the Nymphs praiſe or rail, 
All their Malice will fail ; 

In ſpite, I will think of no other. 

In fpite, &c. 


To the Church on the Brow 
Once he pointed, I vow ; 
With Kiſſes me almoſt did ſmother: 
Not a Word cou'd I ſay; 
But I long for the Day: _ 
He'll marry me one Time or other. 
He'll marry me one Time or other. 


SONG LXVIL 


The VINDICATION. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


HE wicked Wits, as Facy hits, 
All ſatyrize the Fair; 


oh. | 

\ Proſe andRhyme, in Strains —— 
Their Foibles they declare: 

Fic kind are bold, the chaſte are cold; 

Z Theſe prudiſh, thoſe too free: 

Ye curious Men, come, tell us then, 
What ſhould a Woman be ? 

What ſhould a Woman be ? 


| But hard's the Taſk, and vain to aſk, 
Where Optics are untrue ; 
The Muſe ſhall here th' indicted clear, 
And prove the Crimes on you: 

1 Tic Rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy 'd, 

On whom his Wiſh was plac'd ; 

The Fool, deny'd, affects the Pride, 
And rails, to bei in Taſte. 
And rails, &c. 


| B t, not like theſe, the Men of Bliſs 

4 Their ſure Criterion fx : 

: 1 o: Wiſdom caies, My Sons, ariſe, 
And vindicate the Sex: 

! 1 is theirs to prove thoſe Sweets of Love 
Which others never ſhare; | 

4 nd evidence, that none have Senſe - 
But who adore the Fair. 

But who, &Cc. 


1 Ic blooming Race, with ev 'ry Grace 
Celeſtially impreſt, 

is yours to quell the Cares that dwell 

Within the human Breaſt: | 

| [ Tag s Voice our Souls rejoice, 
And Rapture wakes to Birth ; 

and Fowe way 5 d th* enchanting Kind 


T0 form an Heav'n on Earth. 
To form, &c. 


| [ 68 ] 
Oh! ev'ry Art, to win the Heart, 
Ye dear Inſpirers, try; | 
Each native Charm with Faſhion arm, 
And let Love's Lightning fly : 
And hence, ye grave, your Counſels ſave, 
Which Youth but ſets at nought ; 


For Woman {till will have her Will, To 
And ſo I think ſhe ought. Ane 


And ſo I think ſhe ought. 7 nc 
SONG LXVIIL L 
det by Mr, Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


I Am a young Virgin, that oft have been told, 
I ſhould try to get marry'd before I'm too old 
I took the Advice, and got one in my Eye, A 
Whom if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die. Ve 
Whom if I cen't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die. = 
Young Thyrfis is witty, well featur'd, and tall, © | 
His Fellow-Swains own that he out-does em a: 
When firſt I beheld him, I cannot tell why, 
I thought I was going that Moment to die. 
I thought, &c. 3 
| Tf through the Receſſes of yon filent Grove, i 
| Or over the Meadows, I happen to rove, 70 
| And ſee my dear Shepherd at Diſtance paſs by, 
I tremble all o'er, and am ready to die. 
| tremble a'l o'er, &c. | 7 
When he plays on his Pipe to the Lambkins around, 
| T fly to the Place where I hear the bleſt Sound; 4 
O Thyr/is ! ſweet Youth! to myſelf then I cry, 
I'd liſten to thee, were I going to die. 
I'd liſten to thee, &c. 


. 10901 

Jaſt Saturday Eve, (I remember the Day) 
caught him ſaluting Clarinda the gay : 
FT hat I envy'd each Kiſs, I will never deny, 
Ind fervently pray'd that my Rival might die. 
And fervently pray d, &c. 


2 


*. 


Tome, Hymen, and lend a young Virgin your Aid, 
Who, without your Aſſiſtance, muſt die an old Maid; 
To all my fond Wiſhes make Thyr/is comply, 
And if I don't have him, I wiſh I may die. 
And if I don't have him, I wiſh I may die. 


SONG LXIX. 
Ses by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vaux-Hall, 


'3 
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X 7 OUNG Colin ſought my Heart to gain; 
1 The Shepherd, loſt in Love, 

Fach Morn he woo'd me on the Plain, 
Fach Noon within the Grove; 

Pet my Denial ſtill was this, 

| 23 Pſhaw! Man, I can't endure you; 

And if he offer'd but to kiſs, 

Such Rudeneſs ! I'll aſſure you, I'll aſſure you. 
Such Rudeneſs !—PII aſſure you. 


Por twenty Youths (not he alone) 
The am'rous Flame confeſt ; 

nd, had I once been kind to one, 
I'm ſure I'd loſt the reſt: 

Beſide, he us'd no pretty Arts, 

hut ſagely wou' d allure me; 

hile others talk'd of Flames and Darts; 
"Twas pretty — I'll aſſure ye, 

T was pretty, &c, 


1 
1 


y Face, my Form, were prais'd aloud ; 
My Wit new Conquelts fir'd ; 
Ind 'twas enough to make one proud 

To be ſo much admir'd:. | 


| 


At length, Reflection ſhew'd the Fate 


T 709 ] 


Such Flatt'ry might procure me, 
And Virtue warn'd to ſhun the Bait, 

Nor vainly—1'll aſſure ye. 

Nor vainly—T''ll aſſure ye. 


T bid the ſighing Train depart; 
This Maxim pleas'd to prove, 

That Flatt'ry fills the ſenſual Heart, 
But Truth the Heart of Love : 

Young Colin, wont in vain to plead, 
Of Vanity to cure me, 

Now woo'd again; and now indeed 
J lov'd him—TIl aſſure ye. 
I lov'd him, &c. 

I blam'd myſelf, ſuch Scorn to bear 
To Merit now ſo clear: | 

By my Example, learn, ye Fair, 
To prize the Youth ſincere: 

We initant join'd the nuptial Tie; 
He raptur'd to inſure me ; 

And, truſt me, Damſels, when you try, 
Twill charm you—T'l] aſſure ye. 
Twill charm you —T'll aſſure ye. 


S O. NG LXX. 
Ser by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


* OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his Joy and Delight; 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his Sight; 
He wants to be with me where-ever I go; 

The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing 1 me ſo. 
The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His Pleaſure all Day is ts fit by my Side; 
He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chide : 


1 bie | . 


1 1 
id him depart; but he, ſmiling, ſays, no; 
e Deuce, ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
e Deuce, &c. 
He often requeſts me his Flame to relieve; 
Tk him, what Favour he hopes to receive? 
Ms Anſwer's a Sigh, while in Bluſhes I glow : 
What Mortal beſide him would plague a Maid fo ? 
What Mortal, &c. | 
This Breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the Wake, 
Ard ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his Sake. 
duch Trifles 'tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 
Tfure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo. 
Lure, &c. 


He hands me each Eve from the Cot to the Plain, 
And meets me each Morn to conduct me again; 
Bat what's his Intention I with I could know, 

Far 1'd rathar be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo. 
Fo 1'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo. 


$ O N G LXXI. 

Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 

O Shepherd was like S7rephon gay, 
IN No Swain to me ſo dear; 
Nas Rapture all the live- long Day 
Tlis Song, his Pipe, to hear, 
lis Song, his Pipe to hear: 
Muhen he ſigh'd, and talk'd of Love, 
is Paſſion I'd forbid ; 
vat what I felt to hide I trove ; 
pon my Word I did. 
pon my Word I did. 


b Spring, when Nature wakes to Youth, 
Ind looks all Life and Joy, 


at Yo 
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„ dummer's Sun, ſaw Strephon's Truth, 
id w- Cloe ſtill was coy. ä | 
lie, &c. | At 


; 


1 
At length he vow'd, thou cruel Fair, 
Diſdain my Heart has freed : 
He ſpoke, and left me in Deſpair; 
Upon my Word he did. 
Upon, &c. 


How ſad, how penitent was I! 
My Pride had caus'd my Pain : 
From Morn to Eve I us'd to ſigh, 
Oh! Szrephon come again. 
Oh! Screphon, &c. 5 
It chanc'd, he ſought a tender Lamb, 
That in the Grove lay hid; 
When, thoughtleſs, there I breath'd his Name; 
Upon my Word I did. 
Upon, &c, | 


Surpriz'd, my well known Voice to hear, 
In Sounds of ſoft Delight, | 

With eager Steps the Youth drew near, 
And met my raptur'd Sight. 
And met, &c. 15 

No Pow'r had I, all Art was vain, 
Of Strephon to get rid; 

My panting Heart confeſs'd the Swain; 
Upon my Word it did, us 
Upon, &. 


O Nymph, he cry'd, whoſe Eyes to meet 
My Soul with Joy o'erflows ! | 
'The Bee, that roves from Sweet to Sweet, 

Like me, prefers the Roſe. 

Like me, &c. Fs 
Ye Maids, with whom I've trip'd the Green, 
Let other Youths ſucceed ; 
My Chloe welcom'd me again; 
Upon my Word ſhe did. 
Upon, &c. 


L-73+ 3 

hile Bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my Cheek, 
My Hand with Warmth he preſt; 
n! ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Chloe, ſpeak, 
3 Shall Srrephon now be bleſt? 

Ah! who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 
The Shepherd cou'd have chid ? 
Perhaps you think I held my Tongue; 
Upon my Word, I did. 

Upon my Word, I did. 
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SONG LXXIL 
HEN the Nymphs were contending for 


[2 Beauty and Fame, . 

b Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in Right of her Claim; 
And to crown the high Tranſports dear Conqueſt 
[4 excites, - | | 

At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at VPite's. 
At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at Vhite's. 


ut how ſhall I whiſper this fair One's ſad Caſe? 
A cruel Diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet Face; 
Her Vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled Red, 
And all the gay Graces of Beauty are fled, 
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And all, &c. 

Take heed, all ye Fair, leſt you triumph in vain; 
For Sylvia, tho' alter'd from pretty to plain, 

I now more engaging, ſince Reaſon took Place, 
Tan when ſhe poileſt the Perfections of Face. 
man when, &c. 


pnvinc'd, ſhe no more can coquet it, and teaze; 
Aſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe; 

Wakes Truth and Diſcretion the Guide of her Life; 
o' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well-form'd for a Wife. 
o' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well-form'd for a Wife. 
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L 74-3 
SONG LXXIII. ; 
CorvyDpon and PnozeBe: A Dialbgur. Let 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, | 


CoRYDON. | N 
E LL met, deareſt Phebe : ahl why in ſuckÞ* 

Haſte ? 07 
The Woods and the Meadows all Day have I trac'd, þ' 


In ſearch of my fair One: Then nothing remains, Fa 

But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt Pains. 3 WI 

But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt Pains. Wi 
| N 4 


PH OE R E. 
Why ! how now, bold Corydon ! what do you mean 
Shou'd a Damſel, like me, juſt turn'd of Nineteen, 
Be ſeen all alone with a Man, I'm afraid 
The World wou'd ſoon think me no longer a Maid. 
The World, &c. | 7] 


:2COKYDON. 8 
Let em think as they pleaſe, twill prove all a Lye; 
You are not alone, = chaſte Zynthia is by x 
She'll judge of our Actions: Then drive away Fear; In , 
No Harm is intended to Phebe, I ſwear, in; 
No Harm, &c. | 


No, no, ſubtle Swain, you may ſay what you will, 1 


Eneel, lye, ſwear, and flatter, and try all your Skill; |? A 
Before I'll be cozen'd, I'd have you to know, The 
III die firſt a Virgin; ſo pray let me go. Let 
Ill die, &c. Fo 


Why, Phebe, ſuch Thoughts I had ne'er in my Head n 
IT meant but to know if to-morrow you'd wed ; 55 
But, ſince you won't hear me, T'll bid you adieu, 
And find out ſome other that's kinder than you. 
And find, &c. | | | 


5 5 
N 
8 
N 


7 5 : 

H OE BL 
n "x 
WA 


ö 

| | PHoEBE. | 
Return, gentle Shepherd, a few Moments ſtay; 
I venture to yield, if you mean as you ſay ; 
et then come, at the Church you ſhall 
3 find, 

That ſhe you think cruel yet ſtill may be kind. 
That ſhe, &c. 

I Born. 

O Phebus ! vouchſaſe to accept of our Boon; 
Make haſte to expel the pale glimmering Moon; 
And when thy bright Face ſhall appear in the Sky, 
With Rapture we'll haſten the dear nuptial Tye, 
Wich Rapture we'll haſten the dear nuptial Tye. 


4 
} 


; On the Marriage At. 
, 


L HE Fool that is wealthy is ſure of a Bride; 
15 For Riches, like Fig- leaves, their Nakedneſs 
3 hide: | 3 

The Slave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his Life, 
In a Batchelor's Bed, without Miſtreſs or Wife. 


In good Days of yore they ne'er troubled their Heads 
In ſettling of Jointures, or making of Deeds; 9 
But Adam and Ewe, when they firſt enter'd Courſe, 
en took one another, for better, for worſe. 


Ti 
7 7 
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Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 
Let Love be thy Jointure; ne'er mind an Eſtate: 
Jou can never be poor, who have all thoſe Charms: 

And J ſhall be rich, when I've you in my Arm. 


Ls - SONG 


* 
SONG LXXV. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


0 L L on the pleaſant Banks of Taveed 
Young Jockey won my Heart; 

| None tun'd ſo ſweet his oaten Reed, 

None ſung with ſo much Art: 

His ſkilful Tale 

Did ſoon prevail 
To make me fondly love him ; ; 

. now he hies, 1 

Nor heeds my Cries: — 
I wou'd J ne'er had ſeen him! „ 


When firſt we met, the bonny Swain 3 
Of nought but Love cou'd ſay : | 
Oh! give, he cry'd, my Heart again; _—_ 
You've ſtole my Heart away; 
Or elſe incline | 
To give me thine, - : 
And I'll together join 'em: x 
My faithful Heart _ 
Will never part ; 
Ah! why did I believe him! 


Not now my flighted Face he knows, 

His ſoon forgotten dear; 

To wealthier Laſs, o'erjoy'd, he goes, 
To breathe his Falſehood there : 

Miſtaken Kate, 

The Swain's a Cheat: 

Not fora Moment truſt him ; 

For ſhining Gold | 

He's bought and ſold ; 

I wou'd TI had not ſcen him ! 
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Then, all ye Maidens, fly the Swain, 
Elſe you, like me, muſt ſoon complain; 


But Peace, my Breaſt, 
Nor break thy Reſt; 


g : I ſoon ſhall ſee 
As good as he; 


+ 5 
*. 


l care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind. 


Not the fair-weather'd Fop, ſond of Faſhion and Dreſs; 
Not the Squire, who can reliſn no Joys but the Chaſe; 
Nor the free-thinking Rake, whom no Morals can bind; 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind. 
Neither this, &c. 


Not the ruby fac'd Sot, who topes World without End; 
Nor the Drone, who can't reliſh his Bottle and Friend; 
3 Nor the Fool, that's too fond; nor the Churl, that's 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind. 
Neither this, &c. Fo | 
Not thè rich, with full Bags, without Breeding or Merit; 


Nor the fine Maſter Fribble, the Scorn of Mankind; 


1 


His wily Stories ſhun ; 


Like me muſt be undone : 
I' try clean to forget him: 


I with I ne'er had ſeen him! 


SONG LXXVI. . 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 
INCE Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale Virgins 
* deſpis'd, 8 | 
To all Batchelors, grecting, theſe Lines are premis'd: 


I'm a Maid that would marry—ah ! could I but find 
care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind. 


unkind ; | 


Nor the Flaſh that's all Fury, without any Spirit ; 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind. 
Neither this, &c. E 3 But 


E 20 J 1 

But the Vouth, whom good Senſe and good Nature ; 
inſpire ; * 

Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the Fair ſhould 


admire; 


In whoſe Heart Love and Truth are with Honour Þ 


conjoin'd ; 
This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind. 
This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind. 


SONG LXXVII. 
"> S000 GY. EB | 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vaux-hall. 


N all the Sex ſome Charms I find ; 
I love to try all Woman-kind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty. 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty. 
In Cupid s Fetters, moſt Revere: 
1 languiſh d out a long, long Vear, 
*he Slave of wanton Kitty. 
The Slave of wanton K2:y, 


At tength I broke the gailing Chain, 
And ſwore that Love was. endleſs Pain, 
One conſtant Scene of Folly. 

One conſtant, &c. 


I vow'd no more to wear the Yoke; 


But ſoon II felt a ſecond Stroke, 
And ſigh'd for blue-ey'd Molly. 
And ſigh'd, &c. | 


With Treſſes next of flaxen Has. | 

Young Jenny did my Soul ſubdue, 
'That lives in yonder Valley. 
That lives, &c. 


191 


hen Cupid threw another Snare, 
And caught me in tie curling Hair 
; | Of little tempting Sal. 

= Of little, &c. | 


! þ Adorn'd with Charms, tho' blithe and young, 
My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung, 
This Heart of yielding Mettle, 

'* This Heart of yielding Mettle. 

And now it wanders here and there, 

By Turns the Prize of brown and fair, 

|: But never more will ſettle. 

But never more will ſettle, 


— 


1 SONG IXXVIII. 
1 5 A Dialogue. . 
H:. HEN Feczcy was bleſt with your Love 
FE | and your Truth, | 
Not on Tweed's pleaſant Banks dwelt fo blith- 
3 ſome a Youth ; a 
2 With Jenny!] ſported it all the Day long, 
3 And her Name was the Burden and Joy of my 
=. Song. 
Ft And her Name was the Burden and Joy of my 


w_ Song. 
Suk. Ere Jockey had ceas'd all his Kindneſs for me, 
Ĩ here liv'd in the Vale not ſo happy a She; 
1 Such Pleaſures with Fockey his Jenny had knovin, 
4 That ſhe ſcorn'd, in a Cot, the gay Folks of 
the Town. 

That ſhe ſcorn'd, &c. 


1 | 
He. Ah! Fockey, what Fear now poſſeſſes thy Mind, 
{4 That Jenny, ſo conſtant, to VWiliy's been kind, 


E 4 When, 


- 


SHE, 


You forgot all the Vows that to Jenny were es | 


Ms. 


K % 1 


When, dancing ſo gay with the Nymphs on ul! 


Plain. 


She yielded her Hand and her Heart to ag ; 


Swain? 
She yielded, &c. 


With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new Hay; 


When alone with your Lucy, the Shepherds han 


ſaid, 


You forgot, &c. 


Believe not, ſweet Jenny, my 1e ſtray d by 


thee: : 
For Lucy the wanton's a Maid ſtill for me; 


From a Laſs that's ſo true your fond Feckey nec 


rov'd, 


Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny he lov'c 1 


Nor once, &c. 


777 


| Sur. 
HE. 


BorH We'll love then, & live from fierce Jealouly fre b 


My Heart for young Viliy ne'erpanted and ſigheſ 3 
For you of that Heart was the Joy and the Pride. 
While Taveed's Waters glide ſhall your Ferry tf 


true, 


Nor love, my dear Jocley, a Shepherd like yo 4 


Nor love, &c. 
| DUET. 


For Kindneſs no Youth can with Fockey compar | | 


No Shepherd e'er met with ſo faithful a Fair. 


You falfly upbraid ; but, remember the Day, 1 
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And none on the Plains ſhall be happy as we. 
We'll love then, and live from fierce Jealouſy fret? 


And none on the Plains ſhall be happy as we. 


Sox 
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SONG LXXIX. 

A Paſtoral Dialogue, Sung at Vauxhall. 15 
Hz. TAS TE, haſte, Phi/lis, haſte, tis the firſt f 
of the May 7 { 7 


Hark, the Goldfinches ſing, to the Wood let's IM 
pr | 
We'll pluck the pale Primroſe; nay, ſtart not, 
my dear, 11 


I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear. 
I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear. 


Sax. Excuſe me, fond Swain, it has often been ſaid, 
The Wood is unſafe for a Maiden to tread ; 

And a wither'd old Gipſey one Day I eſpy'd. 

Bid me ſhun the thick Wood, and ſaid ſome- 

thing beſide. | | * 

Bid me ſhun, &c. 


HE. Tis all a meer Fable; there's nothing to fright? 
There's Muſic all Day, and no Spectres at Night: 
No Creature but Cupid, believe me, is there, 
And Cupid's an Urchin you ſurely can't fear. 
And Cipid's, &c. 


Sux. For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the Wood, 
Who knows your Deſign? you may dare to be 
rude : | oj 
So I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Leſt Cupid and you be too hard for a Maid, 
Leſt Cupid, &c. | | 


HE. His Dictates you wiſely at once ſhould approve, WH 
For, pray what is Life? it is Pain without Love: 
Think how Youth, like the Roſe, tho' unga- 

ther'd, will fade, [i 


Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old Maid. Th 
Then quickly, &c. | 


* nt 
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Nene 


| [ 92 ] 2 
Sur. By Language as artful young Daphne was won; “ 
Ihus courted, ſhe yielded, was trick'd, and un.. 

Set done ; . J 4 

And, rather than truſt the fine Things you have þ 


ſad, 


Let my Beauty decay, and I'll die an old Maid. 


Let my Beauty, &c. 


Hr. Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the Wind; | 
I'll be true as the Turtle, as fond, and as kind; 


Will lead you to Pleaſure untaſted before, 


And make you a Bride; can a Mortal do more? 


And make you, &c. 


Sas. Then at once I'll comply, for I cannot ſay no; | 
Tomorrow to Church with my Shepherd I'll go; 


807 


With Joy I'll away, and Mieu to all Fear. 


To the Wood next, tho' Ci ſo talk'd of be there, 
With Joy, &c. 


Born. Ye Nymphs, to the Wood mever venture to go; 
- Till che Prieſt joins your Wands, you mult an. 


{wer no, no: 


Ye Swains, ſhould your fac ones be deaf to you | 


ftill, 4 


You muſt wear the ſoft Chain; then they'll go 


where you will. 


You muſt wear the ſoft Chain; then they'll 9s 


where you will. 


SONG IXXX. 
Ser by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


JE ſing of my Lover all Night and all Day; 
He's ever good-natur'd, and frolick and gay; 
His Voice js as ſweet as the Nightingale's Lay, 
And well on his Bagpipe my Shepherd can play: 
1 | | 


nd, 


band — . bod 


— , ty 


He cry d, oh! my dear, will you never comply? 


E 

And a bonny young Lad is my Jockey, 

And a bonny young Lad is my Fockey, 

2 He ſays that he loves me, Pm witty, aed fair, 

And praiſes my Eyes, my Lips, and my Hair; 

Roſe, Vilet, nor Lilly, with me can compare: 

If this be to flatter, tis pretty, I {wear ; | 
And a bonny, &c. 


Ille kneel'd at my Feet, and with many a Sigh, 
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If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it; Pll die: 
I trembled all over, and anſwer'd, not 1; 
And a bonny, &c. 


Around the tall May-pole he dances ſo neat, 

And Sonnets of Love the dear Boy can repeat ; 

He's conſtant, he'sgaliant, he's wiſe and diſcreet, 

His Looks are ſo Hd, and his Kiſſes ſo ſweet ; 
And a bonny, . 


4 At Eve, when thaþun ſeeks Repoſe in the Weſt, 
And May's tunefu Choriſts all ſkim to their Neſt; 

When I meet on he Green the dear Boy I love beſt, 
My Heart is juſt Fady to burſt from my Breaſt ; 


And a bonny,y&c. 


ANI ———— — . LY LARS 
= nnen AR CIT Set 6 SIO 


— 


- 7 2 
> _ 

ISA E” 

— Longs. iow 


** * A 
erage 
— n 


pms — 


ue Baa e ee c . . 


hut fee how the Meadows are moiſten'd with Dew ; 
Come, come, my dear Shepherd, I wait but for you; 
We'll live ſor each other, both conſtant and true, 
And taſte the ſoft Raptures no mortal e'er knew); 
And a bonny young Lad is my Fockey. 
And a bonny young Lad is my 7eckey. 


( 84 ] 
SONG LXXXI. 


BARI BEST. 


Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh, 


SSIST me, all ye tuneful Nine, 
With Numbers ſoft and witty ; 
To Beſj I inſcribe the Line, 
Then raiſe my humble Ditty. 
To Beh I inſcribe the Line; 
Then raiſe my humble Ditty. 
Catch, catch, ye Groves, the am'rous Song 3 
And, as ye waft the Sound along, 
Attend, ye liſt'ning ſylvan Throng, 
To praiſe my charming Be, 
My lovely charming BS. 


Let others ſing the crue] Fair, 
Who glories in undoing, 
And proudly bids the Wretch deſpair, 
Rejoicing in his Ruin. 
And proudly, &c. 
Such haughty Tyrants I deteſt ; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reſt 
Upon thy gently —_—_— Breaſt, 
My lovely charming B/. 
My lovely, &c. 


The Roſe 1 ll pluck to deck her Head, 
The Vi'let and the Panſy : 
The Cowſlip too ſhall quit the Mead, 
To aid my am'rous Fancy. 
The Cowſlip, &c. | 
Ye fragrant Siſters of the Spring, 
Who ſhed your Sweets on Zephyrs Wing, 
Around my Fair your Odours fling, 
Around my charming Be//y, 
Around, &Cc. | 


When Ev'ning dapples o'er the Skies, 
The Sun no longer burning, 
Methinks I ſec before my Eyes 
Thy well-known Form returning. 
On Hill or Dale, by Wood or Stream, 
Thou art alone my conſtant Theme, 
My waking Wiſh, my Morning Dream, 
Thou lovely charming B=. 
Thou lovely charming Be. 


S O NG LXXXII. 
MrRTIL IA. 


Set by Mr, Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


E chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the Green, 

- To Roſe or Jeis'mine Bow'r ? 

: To Roſe or Jeſs'mine Bow'r ? 

| w here does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade ? 

For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, 

\ > Sweet as the May-born Flow'r. 


1 


Sweet as the May-born Flow'r. 


Her Cheeks are like the maiden Roſe 
Join'd with the Lilly as it grows, 
Where each in Sweetnels vie. 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie. 

| Like Dew- Drops glittering in the Morn, 
When Phebus gilds the flow'ring Thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her Eye. 

2 Health ſparkles in her Eye. 

Her Song is like the Linnet's Lay, 
That warbles chearful on the Spray 

I 0o hail the vernal Beam. 

3 10 hail the vernal Beam. 
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Her Heart is blither than her Song: 
Her Paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream. 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream. 


SONG LXXXIII. 
The ADVICE, 


Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 
VE Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love 


With Hearts ſubmiſſive bow; 
Who hope the mutual Bliſs to prove, 
'That crowns the nuptial Vow. 
'That crowns the nuptial Vow. 
Thro' Caution's Glaſs, by Reaſon lent, 
Oh ! view your Levers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The Man that loves you dearly ; 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
'The Man that loves you dearly. 
The Man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to Wiſdom's Ray, the Rake 
No ſocial Bliſs allows ; | 
And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe. 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe. 
Nor truſt the Fop, tho” piteous Sighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him clearly ; 
His own ſweet Charms too much he'll prize, 
Nor can he love you dearly. 
His own, &c. | 


But when, with ev'ry manly Grace, 

A Youth of Soul refin'd, | 
Who doating on your Form and Face, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind. 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind. 
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| N When ſuch ſhall for the Favour ſue, 


Oh! yield your Hand ſincerely, 


| And you'll love him, and he'll love you. 


To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 
And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
* To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 
| To . s laſt Moment, dearly. 


SONG LXXXIV. 
The Queen of Mar. 


Set by Mr. Howard, Surg at Ranelagh, 


V'RY Nymph and Shepherd, bring 
Tributes to the Queen of May; 
1 Nifle for her Brows the Spring; 

Make her as the Seaſon gay. 

Make her as the Seaſon gay. 


Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 


low to uſe the 1 Hour. 
Teach her then; from ev'ry Flower, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour. 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour. 


2 the fair Narciſſus blows, 


With his weetneſs now delights, 
* his Side, the maiden Roſe 
With her artleſs Bluſh invites. 
| With her, &c. 


Buch, ſo fragrant, and ſo gay, 
- & the blooming Queen of May; 
Such, fo fragrant, &c. 


goon the fair Narciſſus dies, 


Soon he droops his languid Head; 


: rom the Roſe her Purple flies, 


None invr ing to her Bed, 
None, &c, 


Such 
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Such, tho' now ſo ſweet and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the Queen of May. 
Such, tho' now, &c. | 


Tho' thou art a rural Queen, 

By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Beauty, like the vernal Green, 

In thy Shrine not long remains. 

In thy Shrine not long remains. 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the Youth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 
Bleſs, then, quickly, bleſs the Youth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 


SONG LXXXV. 
AMANDA. 
Set by Mr, Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


Y the dew-beſprinkled Roſe; 
By the Blackbird piping clear ; 
By the weſtern Gale, that blows 
Fragrance on the vernal Year ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer figh in vain. 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain. 


By the Cowſlip, clad in Gold ; 

By the ſilver Lilly's Light; 

By thoſe Meads, where you behold 
Nature rob'd in green and white 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And to his Sighs, oh! ſigh again. 
Hear, &c. . 


1 89 J 
the Riv'let's rambling Race; 
＋ By the Muſic that it makes; 
3 bright So/'s inverted Face, 
Who for the Stream his Sky forſakes ; 

| Rear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 

And into Joy convert his Pain. 

| Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain. 


SONG © LXXXVI. 


| ; PHILANDER and SYLVIA: A Paſtoral Dialogue. 
| 1 Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


3 
* Hile Bloſſoms deck each verdant Sprays 
0 And Flora breathes the Sweets of . 
| I' leave my Flock to frolick free, 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee. 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee. 


1228. What if thy Flock ſhould leave the Plain, 
While Tray is fleeping by my Swain? 
”  Would'ſtthou not think the Minutes dear, 
} Andrail at me that kept thee here? 
And rail, &c. 


| bl, Firſt ſhall the Lark forget his Note, 
The Linnet ſtop his liquid Throat. 

1 ia. So oft you game, ſome Shepherds ſay, 
I And only jeſt, when you betray. 
And only, &c. 


| Deck but your Song with Truth alone, 
| 3 My Virgin Heart ſhall be your own. * 
#/:/. The Turtle ſhall ſorſake his Love, 
; Ere I to thee inconſtant prove. 
Ere I, &c. 
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Both. When Beauty opens all her Charms; 
And Honour flies to Beauty's Arms, 
Sweet Peace and Love take up their Crown; 
And Virtue then aicends her 'Throne, 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne. 


SONG LXXXVII. 
he COUNTRY WEDDING. 
Set by Mr, Howard, Sung at Ranclagh, |: 
E LL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly your , D 


wain, E 
To a lovely young Shepherdeſs croffing the Plain: 
Why ſo much in haſte ? (now the Montn it was 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair Maiden, which Vp 
Then ſtraight to this Queſtion the Nymph did re 
With a Smile on her Look, and a Leer on her |}: 
came from the Village, and homeward I go; Ie 
And now, gentle Shepherd, pray why would you kn 


I hope, pretty Maid, you won't take it amiſs, JA 
If I tell you the Reaſon of aſking you this; Ltur 
J would ſee you ſafe home, (the Swain was in Love - 
Of ſuch a Companion if you would approve: a 
Your Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil, Il own, _ Wiz 
But ſee no great Danger in going alone; A 
Nor yet can I hinder, the Road being free | 
For one as another, for you as for me. | Bow: 


No Danger in going alone, it is true, 
But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too; 5 
And if you could like (now the Swain he took Heng 
Such a Sweetheart as me, we never would part: Ig hi 
Oh! that's a long Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then e 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you Men; Wr"< 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll fatter, tis true; WM 
Then leave a young Maiden, the firſt Thing you 4 2 


© 

judge not ſo harſhly, the Shepherd reply'd, 
prove what I ſay, I will make you my Bride; 
Tomorrow the Parſon (well ſaid little Swain) 

all join both our Hands. and make one of us twain : 
Then what the Nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid 3 
e very next Morn to be ſure they were wed : 

Sino hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down, 

Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding in Town ? 


SONG LXXXVIII. 


The RBSOL UT IOM. 
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ft by Mr. Toward, Sung at Ranelagh. 


EAS E, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond Alarms, 
For] am fate from future Harms; 
Heart once free, ſhall ne'er again 
feel Love's Pleaſure, 
feel Love's Pleaſure, or its Pain: 
No; from this Day, this very Hour, 
turn a Rebel to thy Pow'r ; | 
- Truth and Honour cannot move, 
What, what have I to do with Love? 
Wat, what have I to do with Love? 


LA Nymph more fair I ne'er ſhall find 
Wan lovely, faithleſs Roſalind': 
ware, ye Swains, nor truf your Eyes, 
e Wrerch who gazes ſurcly dies: 

WO owain could vie in Bliſs with me; 
| Ne Nymph e'er ſe:m'd more fond than ſhe, . 
Tho vow'd by cach dread Pow'r above; 
en what had I to do but love? 
en what, Kc. 5 


[1 at when ſhe found J hugg'd my Chain, 
r wilh'd for Liberty again, 
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She bid me all my Hopes give o'er, 


And think of her and Love no more : 

Say then, if ſhe no 0 deign | 

To hear my Vows, or ſoothe my Pain; While 
If ſhe no more my Verſe approve, oy W 
What, what have I to do with Love ? |; ic 
What, what, &c. EF un 
Henceforth adieu, ye treach'rous Fair; ret 
To Scenes far diſtant I'Il repair; Pinne 
In deſart Plains, and Foreſts rude, ret 


I'II court my Miſtreſs, Solitude: 

No more ſhall faithleſs Woman's Art 
Inſnare my fond believing Heart; 
Like Nature's Son, at large T'll rove, 
And have no more to do with Love. 
And have no more to do with Love, 


$0 N 0 LXXXIX. 


Colin and PHoEBE, 
Set 2 Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


HERE the Jeſsamine ſweetens the Bow', N 
And Cowſlips adorn the gay Green, 5 
' The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene. 
The Roſes, refreſn'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene. 
In a Cottage, retir'd, there live 
Young Colin and Phebe the Fair; 
The Bleſſings each other receive 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare, 
The Bleſſings each other receive 
In mutual Enjoy ments they ſhare. 


[99]: 
che Lads and the Laſſes that dwell on the Plain, 


in Praiſe of fair Phœbe, and Colin her Swain. 


s Sweets of Contentment ſupply 

The Splendor and Grandeur of Pride; 

Wants can the Shepherd annoy, 

While bleſt with his beautiful Bride, g 
No Wants, &c. 

g wiſhes no greater Delight | 

Than to tend on his Lambkins by Day, 

ad return to his Phebe at Night, 

i innocent Toil to repay, 

kd return, &c. 7 

id the Lads tell the Laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 

hey re as conſtant as Calin, who lives in the Dale. 


delighted her Lover appears, 

The fair One partakes of his Bliſs : 

dejected, ſhe ſooths all his Cares, 

And heals all his Pains with a Kiſs. 

gejected, &c. 

deſpiſes the artful Deceit, 

That is practis'd in City and Court; 

inks Happineſs no-where compleat, 

But where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort ; 
links Happineſs, &c. 

1 the Lads tell the Laſſes they die in Deſpair, 
„eis they're as kind as Phebe the Fair. 


Vouths who're accuſtom'd to rove, 

And each innocent fair One betray, 

Vonger be faithleſs in Love; 

The Dictates of Honour obey. 

Dlonger be faithleſs in Love; 

The Dictates of Honour obey : , 

mphs, who with Beauty are bleſt, 

With Virtue improve ev'ry Grace; 

Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 

il Cipniſy thoſe of the Face; The 
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Will dignify thoſe of the Face: 


And ye Lads and ye Laſſes, whom Hymen has Join 
Like Colin, be conſtant, like Phœbe, be kind. 


SONG XC. 


A Cross PurPosEs. Sung at Ranelagb. 


OM loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 

But Harry ſighs tor honny Bell, 

And finds his Love miſcarry ; 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 

Whilſt Mary flights his Paſſion : 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the Turns 

Of Human Inclination. 


Moll gave Hall a Wreath of Flow'rs, 
Which he, in am'rous Folly, 

Conſign'd to Bell, and in few Hours 
It came again to Molly: | 


Thus all by Turns are woo'd and woo, 


No Turtles can be truer ; 
Each loves the Object they purſue, 
But hates the kind Purſuer. 


As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hall deſpiſes Mary; 

And all the Flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: 

If one of all the four has frown'd, 

Vou ne'er ſaw People grummer ; 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good Humour. 

Then, Lovers, hence this Leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Brit;/> Nation; 

How much 'tis every-one's Concern 
To ſmile at Reformation. 


0 


The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 


WT 


4 fal thro' Life, this Rule purſue, 


whatever Objects ſtrike you, 
kind to them that fancy you, 


1 SONG -XCT; 


If ought too much I do: 
mit me, while I give my Song, 
To give a Leſſon too. 

© To give a Leſſon too. 


Let Modeſty, that Heav'nborn Maid, 


Vour Words and Actions grace; 
/ is this, and only this, can add, 

Ney / Luſtre to your Face. 

Neu Luſtre to your Face. 


is this that paints the Virgin Cheeks 


beyond the Pow'r of Art; 

nd ev'ry real Bluſh beſpeaks | 

© The Goodneſs of your Heart. 

UT he Goodneſs of your Heart, 

his Index of a virtuous Mind 

© Your Lovers will adore ; 

7 is this will leave a Charm behind, 
When Bloom can charm no more. 
When Bloom can charm no more, 


. Iſpir'd by this, to idle Men 

With nice Reſerve behave ; 

ind learn, by Diſtance, to maintain 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave. 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave, 


That thoſe you love may like you. 


Advice to the Fair Sex, Sung at Vauxhall, 
ORGIVE, ye Fair, nor take it wrong, 


e 
= 
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E 
For this, when Beauty muſt decay, 
Your Empire will protect; 
The wanton pleaſes for a Day, 
But ne'er creates Reſpect. 
But ne' er creates Reſpect. 


With this their ſilly Jeſts reprove, 
When Coxcombs dare intrude; 
Nor think the Man is worth your Love, 
Who ventures to · be rule. 
Who ventures to be rude. 
Tour Charms, when cheap, will ever pall; 
They ſully with a Touch; 
And, tho' we mean to grant not all, 
We often grant too much. 
We often grant too much. 


But patient let each virtuous Fair 
Expect the gen'rous Youth, | 
Whom Heav'n has doom'd her Heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth. 3 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth. 
For him alone preſerve her Hand, 


And wait the happy Day, 
When he with Juſtice can command, 1 
And ſhe with Joy obey. . 3 
And ſhe with Joy obey. Ew 
SONG XC. 


Set zy Mr. Arne, Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


Seek not at once zu a Female to find 

The Form of a Venus with Pallas's Mind; 

Let the fair One I love have but Prudence in view, 

That, tho' ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true; 

he her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 

Let her Temper be cloudleſs, and 9 4 — 
| } 


3 


IT. 
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By Folly, IIl-nature, nor 2 led, 
' by indebted to Paint, — nor indebted to Paint, 
Por white or for red, — for white or for red. 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of the Sex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 

Vet her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jeſt, 
7 or Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquets I deteſt: 
May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 
Not affectedly wife, nor too pert with her Wit: 
60 find out the Maid that is form'd on my Plan 
And [i] love her for ever, —T'll love her for ever; 
I mean, if can, —I mean, if I can, 


4 7 


SONG XCII. 


. Sung in the Chaplet. 


USH about the briſk Bowl, twill enliven the Heart, 
While thus we fit round on the Graſs : 
5 Ille Lover who talks of his Suff rings and Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs. 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


Þ he Wretch who fits watching his ill- gotten pelf, 
F i And wiſhes to add to the Maſs, 

5 | Whate'er the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 

VDeſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 

Deſerves, &c. | a 

E The Beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd Hair, 
An Angel beholds in his Glaſs, 

And thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the Fair, 
Peſerres to be reckon'd an Aſs. 
Deſerves, &c. 


mh £5. 


I The Merchant from Climate to Climate wal roam, 
Of Crofus the Wealth to i'rpals ; 
F 


And 


41 * 


And oft, while he's wand'ring, my Lady at home le. 


Claps the Horns of an Ox on the Afs, An 
Ciaps the Horns, &c. | Sti 
The Lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his Plea, [7 II 
With Forehead well fronted with Braſs, Tu 
Tho' he talk to no Purpoſe, he pockets your Fee, 1 N 
There you, my good Friend, are an Als, Gx. 
There, you, &c. Er 
The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry III, | He 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this Claſs ; Fo 
The ſick Man a while may confide in his Skill, An 
But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs. Ih 
But Death, &c. | Th 
Then let us, Companions, be jovial and gay, , K | 
By Turns take our Bottle and Laſs, Nc 
For he who his Pleaſure puts off for a Day, Ne 
Deſerves to bg reckon'd an Aſs, an Als. = Hi 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. | Sir 


80 NG New. | 
Ser Ey Mr. Baildon, Sig by Mr. Lowe. 


H E N firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, Þ - 
| He ſlightly regarded her Air and her Mein, 
He ſlightly regarded her Air and her Mein. 
The Charms of her Mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm as a Lover, but cool as a triend; 4 
From Friendſlüp, not Paſſion, his Raptures did move er | 
And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love. IA... 
And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love. (i I. 


New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was know; Þ F r 
Her Face grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own. | 
Her Face, &c. 
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is Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd, 
And ev'ry dear Virtue beam'd forth in her Mind : 
Still, ſtill for the Sanction of Friendſhip he ſtrove; 
Till a Sigh gave the Omen, aud ſhow'd it was Love. 
Till a Sigh, &c. 


: | Now proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the Fair, 
; * Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with her. 
' Grows dull, &c. 
* He's mute, till his Heart-ſtrings are ready to break; j 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak ; 
| And wanders a willing Example to prove, 
That Friend{tnp with Woman is Sifter to Love, 
That Friendſhip, &c. 


| A Lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give Offence, 


Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe. 
Not a Dupe, Ec. 


His Paſſion not Wrinkles nor Age can allay, 

Since founded on that which can never decay: 

And Time, that can Beauty's ſhort Empire fremove, 
| > increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love, 
| e her Reaſon, increaſes his Love. 


SONG . 
Sang at Vauxhall. 


: 1d you ſee er a Shepherd, ye Ny dc pals 


this Way, 
JCrown'd with Myrtle, and all the gay Verdure of 
May ? 
1 Tis my Shepherd. oh! bring him once more to my 
F yes | 


rom his Lucy, in ſearch of new Pleaſures, he flies : 
a Day have travell'd and toil'd o'er the Plain 55 
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e 
In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth my Pain:. 
In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth my Pains. 


Take care, Maids, take care, when he flatters and 
ſwears, 


How you truſt your own Eyes, or believe your own | 


Ears; 


Like the Roſe-bud in June ev'ry Hand they'll invite. 
But wound the kind Heart, like the Thorn out f 


Sight; 
And, truſt me, whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 
She'll find him a Conquelt that's ſcarce warth ber 
Pains. 


JS 


- She'll find him, &c, 


Three Months at my Feet did he 1 N71 " 
Ere he gain'd a kind Look, or a tender _ 


Love, Honour, and Truth, were the Themes tha 


he ſung, 
And he ſwore that his Heart was a-kin to bi. 
'Tongue : 
Too ſoon I believ'd, and reply'd to his Strains, 
And gave him, too frankly, my Heart for his Pains, 
And gave him, &c. 


The Trifle once gain'd, like a Child at his . 


Soon the Wanton grew weary, and threw it away: 
Now cloy'd with my Love, from my Arms he doc: fly 
In ſearch of another as filly as I ; | 

But, truſt me, hoe er my falſe Shepherd detains, 


She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth he 


Pains. 


She'll find him, &c. 


Beware, all ye Nymphs, how you ſooth the fon 
F lame, 

And believe me in Time, all the Sex are the ſame; 

Like Szrephon, from Beauty to Beauty will range, 

Lise him they will flatter, diſſemble, and change; 

2 


And 
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And do all we can, ſtill this Maxim remains 

rhat Man, when we've got him, is tcarce wortk 

- our Pains. 
4 


That Man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 


Our Pains. 
SONG Ni 
; Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 
ö OU tell me I'm handſome, I know not how true, 


I And eaſy and chatty, and good-humour'd tso, 
hat mv Lips are as red as the Roſe-bud in June, 
And my Voice, like the Nightingaie's,{weetly in Tane; 
All this has been told me by twenty before, 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more. 


VILE 
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f Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 

Or Prattle from Prudence, how wanting am I! 
My Eaſeand good Humour ſhort Raptures will bring; 

My Voice, like the Nightingale's, knows but a Spring; 

For Charms ſuch as theſe then your Praiſes give o'er, 
Jo love me for Life, you mult jove me fi! more. 
To loye me, &c. | | 


> Then talk not to me of a Shape or an Air, 

For CA e the wanton can rival me there; 
Lis Virtoe alone that makes Beauty look pay, 
And brightens Good-humour as Sun-ſhine the Day: 
For that, if you love me, your Flame may be true, 
And I, in my Tarn, may be taught to love too. 
* And J, in my Turn, may be taught to love too. 


3 | SONG 


1 
-& O NG - XCYTE; 


Sung in the Chaplet. 


O U ſay at your Feet that I wept in Deſpayr, 
And vow'd that no Anpel was ever fo fair: 
How could you believe all the Nonſenſe J ſpoke ? 

What know we of Angels—I meant it in Joke, 


J next ſtand indifted for ſwearing to love, 
And nothing but Death ſhould my Paſſion remove; 
J have hk'd you a'Twelvemonth, a Calendar Year, 


SONG XCVIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Vernon. 


7 AIN is ev'ry fond Endeavour 
'To reſiſt the tender Dart; 

For Examples move us never ; | 
We muſt feel, to know the Smart. 

When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our Beauties ſets to View; 

Vanity, her Aid ſupplying, 

Bids us think *tis all our Due. 

Bids us think tis all our Due. 


Softer than the vernal Breezes 
Is the mild deceitful Strain; 
Frowning Truth our Sex dijpleaſes ; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain : 
Þut, too ſoon, the happy Lover 
Does our tend'reit Hopes deceiye : 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. 


25 5 
5 7 e 
N ES EET, 2 
1 3 RI — 1 
© > = CANES 


03 J 


SONG XCIX. 


Vs In the Chaplet. 


| | DAMON, PASTORA, LAURA. 


l Damov. 

HRE E Goddeiles ſtanding together, 
13 'Fhus puzzled young Paris one Day,; 
Can! judge the Value of either, 
Where both bear ſo equal a Sway? 


5 PaSTORA. 
Conſider ray Wit and Condition, 
Conſider my Perſon likewiſe; 
I never was us'd to petition, 
hut pr'ythee make uſe of your Eyes, 


© | LAURA. 
No Merit J plead but my Paſſion; 
"I'was necdleſs to mention vour Vow: 
Reflect, with a little Compaſtion, 
On what this poor Boſom feels now. 


E Damon. 

Some Genius direct me, or Demon, 

Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong :— 
You're Part of the Goods of Palzmon ; (To Paſt, 
I ive you to whom you belong. 

1 | 
; | PasTORa. 

I know that my Perſon is charming, 

| Beyond what a Clown can diſcover 

hat Dowdy your Senſes alarming, 

Proves what a dull Thing is a Lover. 

5 4 Pl 


( 104 J 
I'll quit the dull Plains for the City, 
W here Beauty is follow'd by Merit: 
Your Taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity ; 


Your Wit who would wiſh to inherit? = a N. 
Perhaps you may think you perplex me, N 
And that I my Anger would ſmother : : 
The Loſs of one Lover can't vex me; "Wy 

My Charms will procure me another. EN 
I ne'er was more pleas'd, I aſſure you; 5 2 


How odious they look ! I can't bear 'em ! 
I wiſh you much Joy of your Fury; 
My Rage into Pieces could tear em 


Damon. 
Contented all Day I will fit at your Side, [2 
Where Poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the cool Tic; 
And, While the clear River runs purling along, 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their 8 Song. 


8 


LAURA. 


While you are but by me, no Danger] fear; 
Ye Lambs, reſt in Safety, my Damon is near ; [ F 
Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols m4, 

pleaſe, - = 
For my Shepherd is kind, and my Heart is at E a 
For my She pherd, &c. Þ 


——— ͤ—ä —— ꝓ — — 


Dauox. 1 y 
Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day, 1 
The Wiſh of each Heart, and the Theme ot each 12); þ 
Ne'er yie d to the Swain till he make you a Wife, 


For he who loves truly will take you tor Life. 
For he who, &c. 
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| LAURA. 
| Ye Yeuths,who fear nought but the Frowns of the fair, 
is yours to reheve, not to add to their Care; 
Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet Creatures you're born to defend. 
Nor betray, &c. 


N 
For their Honour and Faith be our V irgins renown'd; 
Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found : 
Be their Moments a'l guided by Virtue and Truth, 
To preſerve in their Age what they gain'd in their - 
Youth. | | il 
To preſerve in their Age what they gain'din their 
Youth, 


S UN G-: CC. 
Sung in the Chaplet. 


Fam my Paſtora, no longer your Swain, 1 
uite ſick of his Bondage, can ſuffer his Cham 
5 2 arm not your Brow with ſuch haughty Diſdain, 
My Heart leaps with Joy to be free once again : 
Sing tol derol derol, 
Derol tol lo! derol lol lol; 
Sing tol derol lol lol lol derol. 


L' live like the Birds, thoſe ſweet Tenants of May, 
Who always are ſportful, who always are gay; 

| How ſweetly their Sonnets they carol all Day ! 

Their Love is but Frolick, their Courtſhip but Play. 
| Sing to] derol. &c. 


N 38 - 
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If ſtruck by a Beauty they ne'er ſaw before. 
In chirping ſoft Notes they her Pity implore : 
She yields to Intreaty; and when the Fir's o'er, 
"is a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tal derol, &c. 
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Zu 
Sung in the Chaplet. bY Al 
E's my pretty Maid, FT 
Muſt my fond Suit miſcarry ? | ; i Bu 
With you I'll toy, I'Il kiſs and play by; 
But hang me if I marry, —hang me if I marry; |_.. 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs and play; H Me 
But hang me if I marry, . = 
Then ſpeak your Mind at once, Di 
Nor let me longer tar 5 
With you III toy, I'll kits and play; : | I 
But hang me if I marry. S | 
With you, &c. F Bi 
Tho' Charms and Wit aſſall = 4 
The Stroke I well can parry; | | - Wh 
W TI love to kiſs, to toy and play; 5 
| Put do not chuſe to marry. A 
love, &c. | 3 
= Young Molly of the Dale, bi l 
| Makes a mere Slave of Harry; L 


Becauſe when they had toy d and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh Swain would marry. 
Becauſe, &c. 


Theſe fix d Reſolves, my dear, 
I to the Grave will carry; 
With you I'll toy, and kiſs and play; 3 
But hang me if I marry, —hang me if I marry. 
With you I'll toy, and kiſs and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 


SONG cl. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


H E Women all tell me i'm falſe to my Laſs, 1 
That I quit my poor CH oe, and ſtick to my G n 3; 
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. N 
BZut to you Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons I'll own, 
oy And if you don't like them, why let them alone. 


AN. 


Altho' I have left her, the Truth I'Il declare; 

I believe ſhe was good, and Pm fure the was fair: 
put Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had Dimples and Smiles I muſt own n; 
hut tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in Truth, ſhe could frown: 
But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, 

Did you Cer ſee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine? 


Her Lillies and Roſes were juſt in their Prime; 
Let Lillies and Roſes are conquer'd by Time: 
But in Wine, from its Age, ſuch a Benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me, my Love would in Time have been 
* cloy'd, : 

And that Beauty's inſipid when once tis enjoy'd ; 
But in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment dety ; 
Tor the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 
z Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiſtory, prove 
Ihe Miſchief that wait upon Rivals in Love: 
but in drinking, thank Heav'n, no Rival contends ; 
For the more we love Liquor, the more we are Friends. 


BS Q . 1 — ; : 
She too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life, 
1 
12 


With Nurſes, and Babies, and Squalling and Strife: 
tat my Wine neither Nurſes nor Babies can bring; 
und a big-belly'd Bo:tle's a mighty good Thing. 


We ſhorten our Days when with Love we engage; 


* > 
* 


1 
a 
o 


2 


lt brings on Diſeaſes, and haſtens Old Age: 
9 a ; IF 
but Wine from grim Death can its Votaries ſave, 


*. 
: 
3 


And keep out t'other Leg, when there's one in the 
ET Grave. 


„ Perhaps, i 


Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, 


& Tho' our Revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wile, 
Vet they practiſe all Day what they ſeem to deſpiſe 


| The Doctor's diſguis d, and led home by the Clerk 
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She has left me, to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 
But my Bumper (regarding nor Title or Pelf) 
Will ſtand by me, when I can't ſtand by myſelf, 


Then let my dear Che no longer complain; ne 

She's rid of her Lover, and I of my Pain: And 
For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ipy: We 
Should you doubtwhat I ſay, take a Bumper and try, 5 

The 

SONG CIII. Se 

Sung by Mr. Beard at the Jubilee Ball. at 


E Medley of Mortals, that make up this Throng, For 
Spare your Wit for a Moment, and liſt to my 
Song; | = 

What you would not expect here, my Wit ſhall be new, I Th 

And, what is more ſtrange, ev'ry Word ſhall be true; I Wi 

Sing Tantararara, Truth all, Truth all; Bu 

Sing Tantararara, Truth all. Ar 


Not a Toy in the Place you'll buy cheaper than mine, 

Bring your Laſſes to me, and you'll fave all your Coin. 

The Ladies alone will pay dear for my Skill; 

For, if they will hear me, their Tongues muſt lie &i!l, 
Sing Tantarararara, mute all, &c. 


Examine Mankind, from the great to the ſmall, 
Each Mortal's diſguis'd, and the World is a Ball. 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. | 


The Parſon brimful of October and Grace, 
With a long taper Pipe, and a round ruddy Face, 
Will rail at our Doings ;— but when it is dark, 


Siag Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 
V The 
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Fe ferce roaring Blade, with long Sword and cock'd 

4 Hat, 

FAV ho, with zounds he did this, and *ds-blood ! he'll 

= , do that, 

When he comes to his Trial, he fails in his Part, 
And RE that his Looks were but Maſks to his 

| 2 Heart. 

A Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


The Beau acts the Rake, and will talk of Amours, * 
| Shews Letters from Wives, and Appointments from 

2 Whores; 

gut a Creature ſo modeſt avoids all Difgrace ; 

For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet Face to Face! 

| Sing Tantararara, | Maſks all, &c. 


The Courtiers and Patriots, mongſt other fine Things, 

Will talk of their Country, and Love to their Kings; 
But their Maſks will drop off, if you ſhake but the Pelf, 
Ard ſhew King and Country all center'd in Self. 
| die Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


Wich an Outſide of Virtue, Miſs Sgueamiſb, the 
5 Prude, | 

If you _ her, ſhe faints ; ; if you ſpeak, you are 
2 rude; 

Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, till her Bloſſoms are 
5 ; gone, 
- And, when mellow, ſhe's s pluck'd by the Coachman, 
2 or John. 
| Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


With a grave Maſk of Wiſdem, ſay Phyſic and Law, 
| In your Caſe there's n9 Fear, in your Cauſe there's 
no Flay : 
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Till Death and the Judge havedecreed they look hj Do w. 
Then you'll find you have truſted —a full bottom; Poch 


Sing Tantararars, Maſks all, &c, Ne G. 
| : .** 
Thus Life is no more than a round of Deceit, Then £ 


Each Neighbour will find that his next is a Cheat; The 
But if, oh ye Mortals, theſe Tricks ye purſue, Id C 
You at laſt cheat yourſelves, — and the Devil chen WII 


you, ? Ind C 
Sing Lantararara, Maſks all, Maſks all. wil 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all. B 


SONG CIV. 


The NoxrakkIL, Set by Mr. Boyce, 


H O' Cbloe's out of Faſhion, = 
Can bluſh and be ſincere, | A 


I'd toaſt her in a Bumper, a 
If all the Belles were here: F 
What tho' no Di'monds ſparkle | And 
About her Neck and Waiſt, WO FE N 
hn With cv'ry ſhining Virtue 1 
| 'The lovely Maid is grac d. : 
| 


| With ev'ry ſhining Virtue 
9 The lovely Maid is grac'd. 


0 In modeſt plain Apparel, 

Fi No Patches, Paint, or Airs, 

In Debt alone to Nature, 
An Angel ſhe appears. 

From gay Coquets, high finiſh'd, 
My Chloe takes no Rules, 
Nor envies them their C ongueſts; : 
The Heat:s of all the Fools. 

Nor envies, Sc. 


| CIO | 
o wins her muſt have Merit, 
och Merit as her own, 
T e Graces all poſſeſſing, 

Wc knows not ſhe has one ; 
hen grant me, gracious Heav'n, 
1 he Gifts you moſt approve, 
Id Chloe, charming 222 
il bleſs me with her Love. 
And Chloe, charming Chloe 1 
Will bleſs me with her Love. 


=# 


þ 
22 


S. GONG CV. 
RoBinN Hoop. 
Sung at Drury-Lane Theatre. 


S b'ith as the Linnet ſings in the green Wood, 
So blith we'll wake, we'll wake the Morn. 
| So blith we'll wake, we'll wake the Morn. 
[And thro' the wide Foreſt of merry Sherwaed, 
We'll wind the bugle, bugle Horn, 
We'll wind the bugle Horn. 


; Tic Sheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hed ; 

Hold Robin diſdains to fly. 
Bold Robin diſdains to fly. 

. him come when he will, we'll in merry Sherwood, 
Or vanquiſh, Boys, or dis: | | 

r vanquiſh, Boys, or die. | 


4 bu Hearts they are ſtout, and our Bows they are good, 
Ind well their Maſters know. 

x | And well their Matters know. 

They're cut in the Foreſt of merry Sherawood, 

| 7 And ne'er will ſpare a Foe. 

And ne'er will ſpare a Toe. 


Our 
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Our e ſhall drink of the fallow Deer's Baal 
We'll hunt them o'er the Plain. ; 
We'll hunt them o'er the Plain. 2 
And, thro' the wide Foreſt of merry Sherarcoc, I 
No Shaft ſhall fly in vai. = 
No Shaft ſhall fly in vain, 5 8 


Brave Scarlet and John, who were never ſubdu'd, | 
Gave each his Hand ſo bold. f H 


Gave each his Hand ſo bo'd. No 
We'll range thro' the Foreſt of merry SHerabcc B 
What ſay my Hearts of Gold? | We' 
What ſay my Hearts of Gold? 1 
SONG CVvI. l 
Sung by Mrs. Clive in, As you like it N Th 
HEN Daiſies py'd, and Vi'lets blue, | ( 
And Cuckow-buds of yellow Hue, A! 
And Lady- ſmocks all ſilver white, = 
Do paint the Meadows with Delight ; Th 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, = 
Mocks marry'd Men ; for thus ſings he : TH 
Cuckow! Cuckow! oh! Word of F ear, = 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. UW 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. I 
When Shepherds pipe on oaten Straws, 5 N 
And merry Larks are Plowmen's Clocks; = 
When urtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, I. 


And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks; 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, T3 
| Mocks marry'd Men; for thus fings nge: 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to marry'd Ear. 


Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. $ on 
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SONG CVI.. 


Sing ot the New Theatre in the Hay-market. 


ET TOW pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes, 
A Who roams o'er the watery Maan ! 

No Treaſure he ever amaſſes, 

© But chearfully ſpends all his Gain: 

We're Strangers to Party and Faction; 

I o Honour and Honeſty true; 

And would not commit a baſe Action 

For Power or Profit in View. 


CHORUs. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering Toys? 
CA light Heart and a thin pair of Breeches 
© Go thorough the World, brave Boys! 


The World 1s a beautiful Garden, 

- Enrich'd with the Bleſſings of Life, 
The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife ; 
| When terrible 'Tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous Billows affright, 
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us; 
Hut ſkilful Induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why ſhould we, &c. 

| The Courtier's more ſubje& to Dangers, 
> Who rules at the Helm of the State, 

; Than we, who, to Politics Strangers, 

{ Eiſcape the Snares laid for the Great: 
he various Bleſſings of Nature 

In various Nations we try; 


I graſp her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 


| Our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. k 


( 14 J 


No Mortals than we can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Then why ſhould we, Kc. 


SONG VIII. 


Set by Mr. Baildon, Sung at Mary bone. 


F Love's a ſweet Paſſion how can it torment ? | 
If bitter, oh! tell me whence comes my Content? And 
Since J ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, IW 
Or grieve at my Fate? ſince I know tis in vain. or 
Yet, ſo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo foft is the Dart, Wy E 
At once it bo h wounds me, and tickles my Heart. Ws 
At once it both wounds me and tickles my Heart, 


And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love known: 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when fo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame, 
Our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is Beauty ! how ſweet are the Charms! 
How delightful Embraces ! how peaceful her Arms! ne 
Sute there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield; . 
Tis 2eauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field. Oh! 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield; . 
Tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field. 


SONG 


5 J 
SONG CIX. 


HoPps: A Paſtoral, by A4. 4 


Set by Mr. Arne. 


V Banks are all furniſh'd with Bees, 

| Whoſe Murmur invites one ta ſleep ; 
& Grottos are ſhaded with Trees, 

und my Hills are white-oyer with Sheep: 
dom have met with a Loſs, 

Such Health do my Fountains beſtow ; 

V Fountains all border'd with Maſs, 
Waere the Hare-bells and Violets grow. 
Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow. 
ot a Pine in my Grove there is ſeen 

But with Tendrils of Woodbine is bound 
Not a Beech's more beautiful green 

but a Sweet- briar twines it around : 
Not my Fields, in the prime of the Year, 
More Charms than my Cattle unfold ; 

Wot a Brook that is limpid and clear, 

Uut it glitters with Fiſhes of Gold. 

hut it glitters, &c. 


ne would think ſhe might like to retire | i 
To the Bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 

Not a Shrub that I heard her admire, 

But! haſted and planted it there: 

Uh! how ſudden the Jeflamine ſtrove 

With the Lilac to render it gay! 

Nready it calls for my Love 


1 To prune the wild Branches away, 
Jo prune, &c. 


From 
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From the Plains, from the Woodlands and Groyz 
What Strains of wild Melody flow ; 

How the Nightingales warble their Loves 
From Thickets of Rotes that blow ! 


And, when her bright Form ſhall appear, And 
Each Bird ſhall harmoniouſly join pe Sw 
In a Concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, But t 
As —ſhe may not be fond to reſign. Butt 


As—ſhe may, &c. 


T have found out a Gift for my Fair ; 
I have found where Wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that Plunder forbear ; | 
She'll ſay twas a barbarous Deed, 
For he ne'er cou'd be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a Bird of its young: 
Tlov'd her the more when I heard 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her Tongue. 
Such Tenderneſs, &c. 


J have heard her with Sweetneſs unfold 
How that Pity was due to- a Dove; 
That it ever attended the Bold; 
And ſhe call'd it the Sifter of Love: 
But her Words ſuch a Pleaſure conveys, 
So much ] her Accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and, whatever ſhe ſays, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 
Methinks, &c. | 


Can a Boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd, when her Corydon ſighs ? 
Will a Nymph, that is fond of the Plain, 

Theſe Plains and this Valley deſpile ? 
Dear Regions of Silence and Shade ! 

Soft Scenes of Contentment and Eaſe! . 
Where I could have pleaſingly firay'd, 
If aught, in her Abſence, cou'd pleaſe. 

If aught, &c. 


os 
t where does my Phy/lida ſtray : . 
And where are her Grotts and her Bow! rs? 
e the Groves and the Valleys as gay, 
And the Shepherds as gentle, as ours? 
pe Groves may perhaps be as fair, 
1 And the Face of the Valleys as fine ; 
he Swains may in Manners compare; 
But their Love is not equal to mine. 
| Bu: their Love is not equal to mine. 


S O NG CX. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Modernix d from CHAUCER. 


TDROM e ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love, 
| Young Men, your Hearts ſecure, 
Teſt from the Paths of Senſe you rove, 
In Dotage premature. 
In Dotage premature. 
Look at each Laſs thro' Wiſdom's Glass, 
Nor truſt the naked Eye: 
f Pallants, beware, look ſharp, take care; 
The Blind eat many a Fly. 
| The blind eat many a Fly, 


Kor only on their Hands and Necks 
The borrow'd white you'll find; 
dome Belles, when Intereſt directs, 

Can even paint the Mind. 
Can even paint the Mind. 
Joy and Diſtreſs they can exprels ; 
| Their very Tears can lye, 
( allants beware, &c. 


There's not a Spinſter in the Realm 
| But all Mankind can cheat, 
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' Down to the Cottage from the Helm, 
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The learn'd, the brave, the great. 
The learn'd, the brave, the great. 
With lovely Looks, and golden Hooks, 

T'entangle us they try. 
Gallants beware, &c. 


Could we with Ink the Ocean fill; 
Was Earth of Parchment made ; 


The 1 

Was ev'ry fingle Stick a Quill, Þ bri 

Each Man a Scribe by Trade. till 

Each Man a Scribe by Trade. Difpe 

To write the Tricks of half the Sex Tneir 

Would ſuck that Ocean dry: But w 

Gallants beware, look ſharp, take care; Ine 

The blind eat many a Fly. ue 

The blind eat many a Fly, Ind 

| | Vid 

GONG K. liche 

A PaxEGYRICK on the LADIES: That 

Being Chaucer's Recantation for The blind eat nk I 
| A . 

Sung at V aux-hall. 

RE CITATIVE. b dame 

LD Chaucer once to this re- echoing Grove IM he 

ung of the ſweet bewitching Tricks ot Loet 

But ſoon he found he'd ſully'd his Renown, Ten 

And arm'd each charming Hearer with a Frown: Her, 

Then, ſelf-condemn'd, a-new his Lyre he ſtrung, Neu 
And, in repentant Strains, this Recantation ſuns, i 

AIR. N 5 


Long ſince, unto her native Sky, 
Fled heav'n- deſcended Conſtancy; | 
| | Novo! 
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[ought now that's ſtable to be had; 

The World's grown mutable and ind 2 
ve Women-- they we mutt confeſs, 
Ire Miracles of Stedfaſtneſs; 

Ind ev'ry witty, pretty Dame 

dars for her Motto Still the ſame. 


ne Flow'rs that in the Vale are ſeen, 

The white, the yellow, blue, and green, 
q brief Complexion idly gay, 

ſtill ſet with ev'ry ſetting Day, 

Difpers'd by Wind, or chill'd by Froſt, 
Their Odours gone, their Colours loſt : 

But what is true, tho” paſſing ſtrange, 
Ihe Women never fade or change. 


The wiſe Man ſaid, that all was vain, 
And Follies univerſal reign ; 
Viſdom its Vot'ries oft enthralls, 
liches torment, and Pleaſure palls; 
Ind "tis, good lack, a gen'ral Rule, 
1 hat each Man, ſoon or late's, a Fool; 
h Women 'tis the Exception lies; 
For they are wond'rous, wond'rous wile. 


This earthly Ball with Noiſe abounds, 
Ind from its Emptineſs it ſounds ; 
Eme's deaf'ning Din, the Hum of Men, 
De Lawyer's Plea, the Poet's Pen : 

it Women here no one ſuſpects; 

Wlence diſtinguiſhes that Sex; 

for, poor dumb Things! ſo meek's their Mould, 

Jou ſcarce can hear them when ey ſco d. 


CHoRUs, 


| In bundred Mouths, an hundred Tongues, 
In hundred Pair of Iron Lungs, 
Five 


I 
O 


1 
Five Heralds, and five thouſand Cryers, 


With Throats whoſe Accents never tires, unc 


Ten ſpeaking Trumpets of a Size Ona 
Would Deafneſs with their Din ſurprize, 5 
Your Praiſe, ſweet Nymphs, ſhall ſing and ſay; IIa. 
And thoſe that will believe it may. Wi 
And thoſe that will believe it may. 4 
An 


SONG CXIL H 


The TRIAL of ChauckR' Ghost. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
By Mr. Lowe. M:/s Norris, and Miſs Stephenſon, | 


Miſs Norris. ö 

HOU Traitor, who with the fair Sex 1: 
made War, | | 

Come hither, and hold up thy Hand at the Bar: 
By a Jury of Damſels you now muſt be try'd, 15 
For having your Beꝛters traduc'd and bely'd. 3 


Miſs Stephenſon, 


How could'ſt thou ſuch baſe Defamation deviſe, WI 
And not have the Fear of our Sex in your Eyes | By 


Is all Decency gone——all Good-breeding forgot 80 
Speak, Varlet, and plead — art thou guilty, or not! | 
N Mr. Lowe. Ca: 
Not guilty, I plead, but ſubmit to the Laws. An 
And with Pleaſure I yield to theſe fair ones my Cav IF 
But ſtill, that my Trial more juſt may appear. WI 
Speak louder and faſter, or how ſhould I hear ? 
Mi Norris. zin 


HFlaſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright Loa, 
By the conjuring up of an old EAgopf Ghoſt; 


0 
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And made fuſty Chaucer, without a Pretext, | 
Pnarl poſthumous Nonſenſe againſt the fair Sex? 
3 Miſs Stephenſon. 
Haſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright Maid 
With that common-place Traſh, that each Virgin 
I muſt fade? | 
And, without Fear or Wit, moſt aſſuming and bold, 
Haſt dar'd to ſuggeſt that we paint and we ſcold, 
: Mr. Lowe, 
For want of Experience, when I was but young, 
Perhaps ſuch ſtrange Falſhoods might drop from my 
: Tongue; . Toe 

| But when I recanted for all my Sins paſt, 

I thought I had made you amends at the laft. 
[3 Miſs Norris. 
l promiſe you, Friend, you ſhall duly be paid 
For the ample amends that you lately have made; 
I find by your ſhuffling the whole Charge is true, 
| 50 bring you in guilty without more ado. 
; Miſs Stephenſon. 
| Ironical Wits, like Deſtroyers of Game, 
| When they hide in a Buſh, tis to take ſurer Aim 
Buy his ſhuffling I find too the whole Charge is true, 
So I bring him in guilty as willing as you. 

Mr. Lowe. 


| Convicted I ſtand, and ſubmit to my Fate; 

And fain would repent, but I find it too late; 
If Death then, alas! is to be my Reward, | 
| Why then I muſt die — but, by Je, I'll die hard. 


Miſs Stephenſon. 
Since to Lengths ſo unbounded his Malice is carry d, 
To hang him were Kindneſs —— 


G Miſs 
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Aſs Norris. 
No; let him be marry'd 


To ſome muſty old Maid, that's the De'il of a Shrew, 
That will ſcold him 


17s Stephenſon, 

and beat him 

Mijs Norris. 

and cuckold him to 


Both together, 


To ſome muſty old Maid, that's the De'il of a Shrey, 
That will ſcold him, and beat him, and cuckold him toc, 


SON CXIH 
In tht Chaplet. 


HAT Medicine can ſoften the Boſom' Ss keen 
Smart? 
What Lethe can baniſh the Pain? 


What Cure can be met with to ſoothe the fond Hear 


That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain. 


In hopes to forget him how vainly I try 
The Sports of the Wa'ie and the Green! 

When Colin is dancing, I lav, with a Sigh, 
"Twas here firſt my ; Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale Moon the foft Nightingales moan 
In Accents ſo piercing and clear ; 

You fing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a Groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 


A Garland of Willow my Temples ſhall ſhade, 
An pluck it, ye Nymphs from yon Grove; 
For there, to her Coſt, was poor Laura betray d, 

And Damen pretended to love, 


SO NG 
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J . SON G- CXIV. 
Sung in the Shepherd's Lottery. 
Y Fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray 
The little Wand' rer loſt her Way, 


| In gath'ring Flow'rs the other Day; 
Poor Phi/lis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phillis. 


Ah! lead her home, ye gentle Swains, 
Who know an abſent Lover's Pains, 

And bring her ſafely o'er the Plains; 

| My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


| Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind; 
And, if you'll be fo juſt and kind, 
III give you certain Marks to find 
My Phillis, &c. 


Whene'er a charming Form you ſee, 
erenely grave, ſedately free, 
And miidly gay, it mull be ſhe; 

E "Tis Phillis, &c. 

Not boldly bare, nor half undreſs'd, 
hut under Cover ſlightly preſs'd, 


In ſecret plays the little Breaſt 
Of thilhis, &c. 


When fuch a heav*nly Voice you hear, 
As makes you think a Dryad near, 
Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my dear; 
Lis Phillis, &c. 


The Nymph, whoſe Perſon, void of Art, 
Has ev'ry Grace in ev'ry Part, 

With murd'ring Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart, 
= Is Phillis,. &c. "I 
5 | | 15 6 Whoſe 
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Whoſe Face like 
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_ Whoſe Tecth are like an Iv'ry Row, 
= Whoſe Skin is like the cleareſt Snow, 


nothing that I know, 
Is Phillis, &c. 


But reſt, my Soul, and bleſs your Fate; 
The Gods, who form'd a Piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and ſo compleat, 
As Phillis, &c. | 
Proud of their Hit in ſuch a Flow'r, 
Which ſo exemplifies their Pow'r, 
Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous Hour, 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


SONG CXV. 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


H AT beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight! 
How cloſely yonder Vine | 


Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height 


Its wanton Ringlets twine | 

That Elm (no more a barren Shade) 
Is with its Cluſters crown'd ; 

And that fair Vine without its Aid 
Had crept along the Ground. 
Had crept along the Ground, 


Let this, my fair One, move thy Heart 
Connubial Jo;s to prove; 

Yet mark what Care and Age impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love: 


Know thy own Bliſs, and joy to hear 


Vertumnus loves thy Charms, 


The youthful God that rules the Year, 


And keeps thy Groves from Harms. 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms. 


While 


| 4 125 J 
While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſion glow, 
* His Love remains the ſame; 
On him alone thy Heart beſto , 
And cool his conſtant Flame: 
so ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r 
* Deform the blooming Spring; 
50 ſhall thy Trees from B'aſts ſecure, 
Their wonted Tribute bring. 
Their wonted Tribute bring. 


SONG CXVI. 
LovE and WIN E in Alliance, 


3 HILE Ppillis is drinking, Love and Wine in 
Alliance, 

With Forces united, bid reſiſtleſs Deſi nce; 

Each Touchof her lips makes the . ine ſparkle higher, 
And her Eyes by her drinking redouble their Fire. 
And her Eyes by her drinking redouble their Fire. 


Her Cheeks grow the brighter, recruiting their Colour? 
As Flo ers with ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour ; 
His Dart dipp'd in Wine, Love wounds beyond curing, % 
And the {iquor, like Oil, makes the Flame more en- A 
; during. | 1 
And the Liquor, like Oil, &c. 

By Cordials of Wine, Love is kept ſrom expiring; 
And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and deiiring, 
' Relicving each other: The Pleaſure is laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a tailing. 
And we never, &c. | 


Then P/illis begin, let our Raptures abound, 
And a Kiſs and a G'aſs be ſtill going round; 
Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love. 


From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love. 
| G 3 | SONG 
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SONG CXVIL | 


The Words by Mr. Dodſley, Sung in the King and the 
Miller. 


H O W happy a State does a Miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſi. 
On his Mill and himſelf he depends for Support, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court: ; 
What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go? = 
The more he's bepowder'd the more like a Beau: ; 
A Clown in this Dreſs may be honeſter far 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his Garter and Star, 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his Garter and Star. 


Tho' his Hands are ſo daab'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 

The Hands of his Betters are not very clean; 

A Palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 

Gold in handling will ſlick to the Fingers, like Meal; 
What if, when a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, L 

He cribs, without Scruple, from other Men's Sacks; 

In this a right noble Example he brags, | 

Who borrow as freely from other Men's Bags. 

Who borrow, &c. | 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an Eſtate, 

i In this too he'd mimic the Tools of the State, 

| Whoſe Aim is alone their on Coffers to fil, 

And all his Concern's to bring Griſt to his Mill: 
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And don when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing, 

If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 

If fo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 
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SONG xu. 


Set by My. Defeſch. 


rA RE, Dapbne, from the Hawthorn Buſh 
. The ſpotted Finches ſing; 

In artleſs Notes the merry Thi uſh 

Valutes the blooming Spring: 

On verdant Bed the Vrlet lies, 

To woo the weſtern Gale; 

While tow'ring Lillies meet our Eyes, 

Like love- ſick Virgins pale. 


The Rill that guſhes o'er the Shore 

Winds murmuring thro' the Glade; 

So heart- ſtruck 7-yr/s tells his Moan, 

E To win this clay-cold Maid: 

The golden Sun in freſh Array, 

| Flames forward on the Sphere; DT 
Around the May- pole Shepherds play, 

Io hail the flow'ry Year, 
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ay, ſhall we taſte the breezy Air, 

Er wander through the Grove i 
here talk of Sylvia's wild Deſpair, 

| The Prey of lawleſs Love ? 

An! no, ſhe cries, o'er Sy/via's Fall 

Exult not, tho' 'twas juſt; 

Daſh not the Sinner's Name with Gall, 

Nor triumph o'er her Duſt. 


True Virtue ſcorns to fling the Dart, 
Herſelf above al Fear; 
When Juſtice ſtings the guilty Heart, 
: dhe drops the gen'rous Tear: 


G 4 Then 


E18 J 
Then own, ye Nymphs, this god- like Truth 
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Is on your Hearts impreſt; 20 
On bri heft Patterns form your Youth, M 
And be for ever bleſt. z 
SONG CXVIII. = 
N 1 
Sung by Mrs. Chambers, at Covent-Garden T 
10 
OVE's a gentle, gen rous Paſſion, 5 ; 
Source of all fublime Delights, I 
When with mutual Inclination FF 
Two fond Hearts in one unites. þ- 
Two fond Hearts in one unites, F 


What are Titles, Pomp, or Rickes, 
If compar'd with true Content? 
That faiſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 

When obtain' d, we may repent, 


Lawleſs Paſſion brings Veration; ; 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 5 
Is a glorious Emulation | A 
Of the bliſsful State above. 
Of the bliſsful State above, 


* 


SONG CXIX. 


The HicyLland LA PDD. 


H E lawland Lads think they are fine; 
But O they're vain and w _BaudY 3 15 
1 much unlike the graceful 


And manly Looks of my Highland Laddy ! 
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Big O my bonny, bonny Highland Laddy, 


My handſome, ſmiling Highland Laddy ; 
May Heav'n ft:'! gaard, and Love reward, 
The Lawland Laſs and her High and Laddy. 


If I were free at Will to chooſe 


To be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 


I'd take young Donald without Trews, 


With Bonnet blue and belted Plaidy. 


O my bonny, &c. 


The braweſt Beau in Burrowitown, 
In a' his Airs with Art made ready, 
Compar'd to him is but a Clown; 
_ He's finer far in's tartan Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 
O'er benty Hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my Lawland Kin and Daddy; 
Frae Winter's Cauld and Summer'r Sun | 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c, 


A painted Room, and ſilken Bed, 
May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady; 
But I can kiſs, and be as glad 
Behind a Buſh in's Highland Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. a 
Few Compliments between us pals ; 
I ca' him my dear Highland Laddy, 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs, | 


Sine rows me in beneath his Highland Plaidy. 


O my bonny, &c. 
Nae greater Joy U'll &er pretend, 
Than that his Love prove true and ſteddy, 


Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end 
While Heav'n preſerves my Highland Laddy. 


G 5 so” % 


O my bonny, & c. 
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s ONG XX. 
The Words by Mr. Gay. 


LI. in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
Tue Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd San came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my True-love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among your Crew? 


William, who high, upon the Yard 

Rock'd by the Billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd and caſt his Eyes below: 
The Cord flies ſwi ſtly thro' his glowing Hands, 


And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet Lark, high pois'd in Air, 
+ Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her Neſt. 
The nobleſt Captain in the Briz;/p Fleet 
Might envy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan ! Suſan! lovely dear! 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain ; 

Let me wipe off that falling Tear; 
We only part to meet again. | 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 
Believe not what the Landmen fay, | 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind; 
. They'll tell thee Sailors, when away, 
In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find : 
Les, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 

For thou art preſent whereſoc'er J go. | 


; L138 3 
If to fair India's Coaſt we fail, 

mine Eyes are ſcen in Di'monds bright; 
Thy Breath is 4f7:c's ſpicy Gale; 
Thy Skin is Ivory ſo White; 
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I view 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' Battle calls me from thy Arms, 

Loet not my pretty dz/a7 mourn 

Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
Milliam ſhall to his dear return: 

| Tove turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, 

| Left precious Tears ſhould drop from Saſan's Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
I)he Sails their ſwelling Eoſoms fpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his Head: 
Her leſs ning Boat unwilling rows to Land; 


Adieu, ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her Lilly Hand. 


4 


SONG CXXI. 
| By Mr. Pope. 
G | TY APPY the Man whoſe Wiſh and Care 


A few paternal Acres bound, 
. Content to breathe his native Air 
3 In his own Ground: 


| Whoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe Fields with Bread, 
> Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Attire; 

| Whoſe Trees in Summer yield him Shade, 
. | In Winter Fire. 


| Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
| Hours, Days, and Years, ſlide ſoft away, 
F In Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 
15 | iet by Day, Scure 


7 f 142 1 
Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe. 
Together mix'd, ſweet Recreation, 
And Innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 
| With Meditation. 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unkown ; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the World, and not a Stone 
Tell where I lie. 


SONG CXXI.L 


A Hunting Song. 


* 


HE Hounds are all out, and the Morning doe: 
Peep ; 

Why, how how; you ſluggardly Sot ! 

How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on Horſeback are got, } 
My brave Boys ? 
While we all on Horſeback are got. E 

I cannot get up, for the over-night's Cup 
So terribly lies in my Head; | 

Beſides, my Wife cries, my dear, do not rife, 

But cuddle me longer in Bed. 

| ; My dear Boys ; 
But euddle me longer in Bed. 
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Come, on with your Boots, and ſaddle your Mare, 
Nor tire us with longer Delay ; 
The Cry of the Hounds, and the Sight of the Hare, 
Will chaſe all dull Vapours away, 
My brave Boys; 2 
Will chaſe all dull Vapours away, T 
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SONG CxXIII. 


Sung in Lethe. 


E Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles perplex, 
Whom Folly miſguides, and Infirmities vex 
E Whoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt ; 
ho riſe without Joy, and he down without Reſt ; 
| Obey the glad Summons, to Leibe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 


Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 

And young ones the Rover they cannot regain ; 

| The Rake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy'd, 

And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy d; 

| Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 
Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants; 
The troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And Yeſterday's Wretch be quite happy to-day 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 


SONG CXXIv. 


N The Mufick by Mr. Handel, the Words by My, Gay. 


L W AS when the Seas were roaring 
f With hollow Blaſts of Wind, 
A Damſel lay deploring, | 
All on a Rock reclin'd ; 
os Wide 
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woke we 
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! 
Wide o'er the rolling Billows 
She caſt a v iſtful Loo“; 


Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 


That trembled 9'er the Brook. 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days, 

Why didft thou, vent'rous Lover, 
Why didit thou truſt the Seas ? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my i over reſt: 

Ah! what's thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breaſt ? 


The Merchant, robb'd of Pleaſure, 
Views Tempeſts in Deſpairz _ 
But what's the Loſs of Treature 
To loſing of my dear? 
Should you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di'monds grow, 
You'd find a richer Maiden; 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the Water 
Do hideous Rocks remain ? 
No Eyes the Rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 
And leave the Maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, | 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 


Repaid each Blaſt with ſighing, 


Each Billow with a Tear: 


ö l 

hen o'er the white Waves ſtooping, 
Z His floating Corps ihe ſpy'd, 

Then, like a Lilly drooping, 

dhe bow'd her Head and dy'd. 


8 O NG AN. 
bung by Miss Stevenſon, at Vauxhall- Gardens. 


| HEN Damon firſt my Eyes beheld, 
: My Heart with ſecret "Tranſport thrill'd, 
And pit-a-pat it went; 
Voung, artleſs, innocent, and ſhy, 
do unexperienc'd was I, 
I wonder'd what it meant. 


FWhene'er I met him on the Plain, 
He'd kiſs me, ſigh, and kiſs again, 
And ſweeteſt Tales invent: 

And then he'd tell me he muſt die; 
but, as I ſaw no Danger nigh, 
I wonder'd what he meant, 


To Nymphs, whom Years had wiſer made, 
told the tender Things he ſaid, 

And of his ſad Complaint; 

Full well the tender Things they knew, 

For they, like me, had heard them too, 
Nor wonder'd what they meant. 


They anſwer'd, Love had touch'd my Heart, 
That Damon, by his Sex's Art, 

Might cauſe me to repent ; | 

And that I ſhould deſire the Swain 

Jo tell me, when we met again, 

If he to wed me meant. 


1 gjoic'd ſuch good Advice to find, 
Þ Tipp'd, to let him know my Mind, 
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Acroſs 


©. 130 ]- 
Acroſs the Mead intent: 
J told him, did he not defign 
With me in Hymen's Bands to join, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 


The Youth, whoſe Love was aw'd by Fear, 
Grew raptur'd ſuch ſweet Sounds to hear ; 
Straight to the Church we went. — 
How wiſe we all by Marriage grow! 
Though fooliſh once, yet now 1 know, 
I know what Damon meant. 


SONG CXXVI. 


Sung at Sadler's Wells. 1 

UN Colin ſought my Heart to win, oe 

And woo'd as other Lovers Woo; I 

I, vers'd in all our Sex's Art, ] Ver 

Did juſt as Maidens do; ; 10 

Whate er he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, por 

I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, ” 

And when he preſs'd his Fate to know, 1 
T was pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet. E 

_ *Twas pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet. Her 

Month after Month of am'rous Pain, D. 

He made a mighty Fuſs; 0 f 

Why, if, you know, one loves a Swain, In 

Lis wrong to ſay one does. | = © 

He told me, Paſſion could not live 78 

Without more pleaſing Diet ; 7 


And pray what Anſwer could I give, Z 
But pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet. I 
But pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet. 2 
At length he made a bold Effay, _ 
And, like a Man, he cry'd, 


5 


by Hand, my dear; this very Day 
Shall Celia be my Bride; 

Convinc'd he wou'd have teaz'd me till, 
I cou'd not well deny it; 

And now, believe me, when I will, 

I make the Fool be quiet. 

I make the Fool be quiet. 


SONG CXXVI. 


MATRIMONIAL DEAFNESS. 


Sung at Sadler' Wells. 


TWO Ears at a Time are too many for Uſe, 
When they're only the Inlet to Strife ; 

hut few they are found, who, tho” wiſe, wou'd refuſe 

| To poſſeſs the fair Organs of Life 

et Deafneſs ſometimes of Advantage is found; 
Misfortunes may turn to a Blefling ; 

For when Nonſenſe diſtracts, or when Tumults ſur- 
E round, | 

They then loſe the Pow'r of diſtreſſing. 

Hence I wiſely am taught to be deaf of one Ear, 
While the other for Uſe I employ ; 

One Gate I ſhut up againſt Trouble and Care, 
And the other keep open for Joy: _ 
hen my Conſort begins her loud Windpipe to clear, 
Wich a Peal that would the World rend aſunder, 
Serenely I fit, and I cock my deaf Bar, 

{ Unmov'd midft the Roll of the Thunder. 


| other day comes a Dun, with, good Sir! you well 
13 know — | 

What ſay you? ſpeak louder a little: 1 
. | | ou 
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1 
You know, Sir, you borrow'd three Twelve- monde 
ago 
Alas, Friend, I can't hear a Tittle: 
You owe me ten Pounds, then louder he cries, 
And repeats it as ſtrong as he can; 
I point to my Ears, and lift up my Eyes, 
Till he hardly can think me the Man. 


I. as grave as a Don, cry, my Hearing's quite loſt: 
And my Money, ſays he, too, I fear: 

Pox on him, 'tis Folly to talk to a Poſt, 
So he leaves me, as mad as a Hare : 


Thus my Life, Night and Day, in ſoft Indolence flo N por it 
Scolding, Dunning, nor Bra»ling I ſear, 0 giv 
Ye marry'd Men all, as ye wiſh for Repoſe, WA: tr 


Be ſure to be deaf of one Ear. As ti 


SONG CXXVIII. 


Sung by Miſs Stephenſon, at Vauxhall. 


TD Y a prattling Stream, on a Midſummer's Eve, 
Where Woodbines and Jeſs'mine their Bougns 


x iterveave ; q fa 


Fair Flora, I cry'd, to my Arbour repair; 3 
I muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet William's Hair. * N 
J muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet William's Hair. cc 
She brought me the Vi'let that grows on the Hill, = 
The vale dvelling Lilly, and gilded Jonqui! ; [7 A 


But ſuch anguid Odours ho » could I approve, 
Juſt warm from the Lips of the Lad that 1 love? 
Juſt warm, &c. | 


She brought me, his Faith and his Truth to diſpla!, 
The undying Myrtle, and ever green Bay; 10 
| i v 


= 


4 1 

lk: why theſe to me, who've his Conſtancy known ? 
Id Billy has Laurels enough of his own. 

nd Billy, &c. 


The next was a Gift that I could not contemn, 
For ſhe brought me two Roſes that grew on a Stem; 
the dear nuptial Tye they ſtood Emblems conteſt ; 
$ 1 kiſs'd them, and preſs d them quite cloſe to my 
4 Breaſt. 
$0 1 kiſs'd them, &c. 
She brought me a Sun-flow'r;—This Fair-One's your 
1 Due; ® 
For it once was a Maiden, and love-fick, like you. 
© give it me quick, to my Shepherd I'll run, 
As true to his Flame as this Flow'r to her Sun. 
As true to his Flame as this Flow'rs to her Sun. 


rr 


SONG CXXIX. 
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BaLLVY SPELLING, . 
El Set by Mr. Howard. 1 
5 | il 
ö A* L you that would refine your Blood, if 
As pure as fam'd Le v ellin, | 1 
| 5 Waters clear, come ev'ry Year, o} 
And drink at Bally Spelling : 't 


F Spots, or Itch, the Skins enrich 
With Rubics, paſt the telling, 

will clear the Skin, before you've been 
A Month at Bally Spelling. 


1 Lady's Chee be green as Leek, 
hen ſhe comes from her Dwelling ; 
The kindling Roſe within it giows, 
When ſhe's at Bally Spelling. 
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The ſooty brown, who comes to Town, 
Grows here as fair as Helen; 

Then back ſhe goes to kill the Beaux, 
By dint of Bally Spelling. 


Our Ladies are as freſh and fair 
As Roſe or bright Dunkelling ; 
And Mars might make a fair Miſtake, 
Was he at Balh Spelling: 
We Men ſubmit, as they think fit, 
And here is no rebelling; 
The Reaſon's plain, the Ladies reign; 
They're Queens at Bally Spelling. 


By matchleſs Charms, unconquer'd Arms, 


They have the Pow'r of quelling With. 
Such deſp'rate Foes, as dare oppoſe N 
Their Pow'r at Bally Spelling : Ice, 
Cold Water turns to Fire, and burns, F 

J know, becauſe I fell in : 

A Stream, that came from one bright Dame, 1 
Who drank at Bally Spelling. . 

| gut G 

Fine Beaux advance, equipt for Dance, = VV 
And bring their Aun or Nell in, My! 
With ſo much Grace, I'm ſure no Place 10 
Can vie with Bally Spelling : But | 


No Politics, no ſubtle Tricks, | 1. 
No Man his Country ſelling; 
We eat, we drink, we never think 

Of theſe at Bally Spelling. 


The troubled Minds, the puff d with Wind, 

Do all come here pell-mell in; 

And they are ſure to work the Cure, The 
By drinking Bally Spelling : 14 

If Dropſy fills you to the Gills, bn 
From Chin to Toe tho' ſwelling; 


1 E 1 
* in, pour out, you cannot doubt 
A Cure at Bally Spelling. 


Death throws no Darts thro? all theſe Parts, 
No Sexton's here a knelling ; 

Come, judge, and try, you'll never die, 
And live at Bally Spelling; 

Except you feel Darts tipt with Steel, 

E Which here are ev'ry Belle in; 

When from their Eyes ſweet Ruin flies, 

Ve die at Bally Spelling, 


Good Cheer, ſweet Air, much Joy, no Care, 
| Your Sight, your Taſte, your Smelling, * 
Your Ears, your 'Touch, tranſport much, 
Each Day at Bally Spelling; 

Within this Ground we all ſleep ſound, 

No noiſy Dogs a yelling, 

Except you wake for Celia's ſake 

All Night at Bally Spelling. 


Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 

No Lady keeps her Cell in; 

But all partake the Mirth we make 
Who drink at Bally Spelling: 

My Rhimes are gone; I think I've none, 
| Unleſs I ſhould bring Hell in; 

But ſince I'm here, to Heav'n ſo near, 
I can't at Pally Spelling. 
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S ON G CXXX. 


ATR is the Swan, the Ermine white, 
And fair the Lilly of the Vale; | 
Nhe Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 
And Snows that drive before the Gale: 

F Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel; 
ut fairer is my Jabel. 


E 
S by — 


1 5 


9 
r 


4 
#4 
4,8 
1 
1 44 
. 
3 
N 
Xt; 
th 
i; f 
: is 
N 


7 2 
. <= r 


6.4.08 © 


Sweet is the Vi'let, ſweet the Roſe, He { 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May ; And 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſcloſe, Pot t 
And the ſweet winding Woodbines ſtray : Fo 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excel; . Fo 


But ſweeter is my Jſabel. 


Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 

And am'rous they the Sparrow call; 
Fond is the Sky-lark of his Love, 

And fond the feather'd Lovers all : 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel; 


But fonder I of Jabel. 
+ | It em 
Pur“ 
SON & CXXXL 10 
| A 
Moccy's Courraixr or Jockey. Bp 
a : U N 


CAN the Tay's verdant Banks a fair Maid l 


reclin'd ; | 
She wept to the Oziers that curv'd to the Wind; 0 
While Echo to Sorrow ſo faltliful and kind, Our | 
Repeated her Plaints for her Fockey, her Joi). Mind 
Repeated her Plaints for hr Jockey. hic 
Not the Nightingale's Voice was more mournſul ::} O 
clear, 5 ut: 
When thus ſhe began; tis for the Loſs of my dea, Wh fue 
That from Eyes, once fo ſparkling, enforces tie 1c: Mihy 
The Tear which I drop'd for young Feckey, your; 0 
Jockey. h ; 
The Tear which I drop'd for young 7ect y. . he 
The Linnet his Mate chuſes out of the Throng, II 
And, when he has won her, fits all the Day long, 0 


Still proud of his Conqueſt, repeating his Song; 
Not ſo did inconſtant young Jockey, young Joch 
Not fo did inconftant young Fockey, K 

[ 


% 
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lie (wore 'twas my Beauty his Heart that had won, 

Ind his Flame was as pure as the Light of the Sun; 

£ the Maid that believes is as ſurely undone ; 

For falſe and decentul's young Jocgey, young Jocley, 
F or falſe and deceitful's young Tockey, 


SONG CXXALE 
Sung at the Theatres. 


HEN mighty Roaſt Beef was the Ergl;/oman's 
Food, 
t ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood; 
Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were good: 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England! 
And Old Engliſb Roaſt Beef | 


bu ſince we have learnt from all-conqu'ring France 
Jo cat heir Ragouts as weil as to dance, 


B re fed up with nothing—but vain Complaiſance : 
O the Roaſt Beef, Kc 


Dor Fathers of old, were robuſt, ſtout and ſtrong, 
Ind kept open Houſe with good Chear all Day long, 


* hich made their plump Tenants rejoice in this Song: 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


ut now we are dwindled to — what ſhall I name? 
A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten, — and tame, 
Wo ſully thoſe Honours that once ſhone in Fame: 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


1 hen good Queen Elizabeth ſat on che Throne, 


Tre Coffee, or Tea, or ſuch Slip- ſlops were known, 
5 he World was in Terror, if e er ſhe did ſrown: 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


In 


* 


Ein 

In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Man, r! 

They ſeldom or never return d back again; Pr! 

As Witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Spain. 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


Oh! then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 

And, when Wrongs were a cooking, to do themſeha 

| right ; | 

But now we're a Pack of—I could but good Nigt: 

O the Roaſt Beef of Old England 
And Old Exgliſb Roaſt Beef 


SONG CXXXIII. 
Saveet Nan of the Vale. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


N a ſmall pleaſant Village, by Nature complet, WF 
A Of a few honeit Shepherds the quiet Retreat, 
There liv'd a young Lafs, of ſo lovely a Mein 
As ſeldom at Balls or at Court hath been ſeen ; I 
The ſweet Damaſk Roſe was full-blown on her Cheze* 
The Lilly diſpaly'd all its white on her Neck; * 

The Lads of the Village all ſtrove to prevail, 2 
And call'd her, in Raptures, ſweet Naz of the Vat. 

Sweet Nan of the Vale, ſweet Naz of the Vale. 
And call'd her, in Raptures, ſweet Nan of the Vat. Wir... 


Firſt young Hodge ſpoke his Paſſion, till quite out "i 
Breath, N 
Crying, wounds he could hug her and kiſs her 0 
Death ;. | | 55 * 
And Dick with her Beauty was ſo much poſſeſs d, 

That he loathed his Food, and abandon'd his Re! 
But the could find nothing in them to endear, 
So ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear, 
2 


A 


L 145 J f 
Ind ſaid no ſuch Boobies cou'd tell a Love Tale, 
Pr bring to Compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


Pr bring to Compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale. | 
L i young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay Green, 
V ho lately to London on a Frolic had been, j 


Came home much improv'd in his Air and Addreſs, 
and boldly attack'd her, not fearing Succels : 

Me ſaid Heav'n form'd ſuch ripe Lips to be kiſs'd; 
And preſs'd her fo cloſely ſhe could not refift,, 
nd ſhew'd the dull Swains the right Way to aſſail, 
And brought to his Wiſhes {weet Nan of the Vale. 
And brought to his Wiſhes ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


i 
| 


SONG CXXXIV, 


Sung in, As you like it. 


ETY L OW, blow, thou Winter's Wind! 
Ek) "Thou art not ſo unkind, _ 

Thou art not ſo unkind, ; 1 
As Man's Ingratitude: 1 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
Pecauſe thou art not ieen ; 
y Tooth is. not ſo keen, 
E>:cauſe thou art not ſeen, | iy 
= Alto thy Breath be rude. q 
E Altho' thy Breath be rude. | 


rr 
a r . 
2 > — * 


2 
Xa 
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Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky; 4 
Fl n0u doſt not bite fo nigh, 1 
Ion doſt not bite ſo nigh, _ 1 


Benefits forgot: 
do thou the Waters warp, 
Zuy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
Wn! 9 

/ 19 thou the Waters warp, 
4 6 . 1 
[= 7 Sting 15 not ſo ſharp, 


"T1 
As Friends remember'd not. 
As Friends remember'd not. 


SONG CXXXV. 
ANACREON's DREAM 
Set by Mr, Arne. 


8 1 on purple Tap'ſtry lay, 
And ſlept the tedious Night away, 
Well warm'd within 
With ſparkling Wine, 
IT ſeem'd with Virgins briſk as May 
'To dance, and ſing, and wanton play. 


The Shepherds a!l together flew, 
And envious glanc'd, and look d aſkew ; 
And ev'ry Swain 
Upon the Plain 
Both envy'd and reproach'd me too, 
That I with Virgins had to do. 


An am'rous Kiſs I would have ta'en ; 

But, waking, found my Hopes were vain ; 
Then curs'd the Day, 
Whoſe glaring Ray 

Bereav'd me of ſo ſweet a Pain; 

Then ſtrove to ſleep and dream again. 


'$ON G CXXXVI. 


Set by Mr. Howard. 
T ſetting Day and riſing Morn, 


Fl aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee ; 


With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 


pl 
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PII viſit oft the birken Buſn, 

Where firſt you kindly told me 
sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
5 Whilſt round thou didſt infold me. 


To all our Haunts thou didſt repair, 
Buy Green-wood, Shaw, or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 

| With you upon yon Mountain: 

There will I tell the Trees and Flow'rs, 

| With Thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By Vows you're mine, my Love is yours, 
My Heart, which cannot wander, 


SONG CXXXVII. 


In Cowvus. 


AME's an Echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glitt'ring Bubble ; 
A Breath can ſwell, a Breath can ſink it, 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think it: 
Why, then, why ſuch Toil and Pain 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain? 
Like her Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
| To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 
And the work her Favour find. 


SO NG CXXXVIIT, 


In Cou us. 


IVE and love, enjoy the Fair; 
Baniſh Sorrow, baniſh Care; 
Mind not what old Dotards ſay, 
Age has had his Share of Play; 
But Youth's Sport 1 to- day. 


| [_ 148 } 


From the Fruits of ſweet Delight 
Let no Scare-crow Virtue fright ; 
Here, in Pleaſure's h we 
Rove, like Birds, from Tree to Tree, 
Caręleſo, airy, gay, and free. 


SONG CXXXIX. 
Inn Comus, 


OME, come, bid adieu to Fear; 
Love and Harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous Jars, 
Buzzing Slanders, wordy Wars, 
In my Preſence wi'l appear: 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


T; 
3 
* 


Sighs to am'rous Sighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, Boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm Wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe Wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only 'Tumults here, 

All the Woes you need to fear : 

Love and Harmony reign here. 


SNG (XI.. 
„ % COMUs. 


OR on Peds of fading Flow'rs, 
N Shedding ſoon their gaudy Pride, 
Nor with Swains in Syren Bow'rs, 

Will true Pleaſure long reſide: 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime 
Enthron'd ſits the immortal Fair; 
Who wins her Height muſt patient climb; 
The Steps are Peril, Toil, and Care: 
So, from the firſt did Jove ordain 
ternal Blits for tranſient Pain, 


17 us noch 
> 


L. 19 
SONG CXLL 
In Comus. 


7 OW «OY and gayer, ye tinting Strings 
ſound ; 
Light, light in the Air, ye nimble Nymphs, bound: 
Now, now, with quick Feet, the Ground beat, dcat, 
beat: 
Now, now, with quick Feet, the Ground beat, bank 
beat: 
Now cold and dem ying; 
Now kind, and complying ; ; 
Conſenting, repenting, 
I \aining, complaining, 
it rence now feignin 


| Ke” Wich quick Feet, the . beat, beat, beat. 


SONG cxIIII. 


I Con vs. 


Y the ruſhy-fringed Bank, | 
Where grows the Willow and the Ofier dank 
My fliding Chariot ſtays, 
Thick-ſet,with Agate, and the Azure ſheen 
Of Turquoiſe blue, and Em'rald green, 
That in the Channel ftrays ; | 
Whilſt from off the Waters fleet 
Thus I ſet my printleſs Feet 
O'er the Cowſlip's velvet Head, 
That bends not as! tread : 
Gentle Swain, at thy Requeſt 
I am here- 


H z SONG 


} 
. ccc ; 
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SONG CXLII. 


Set by Signor Palma, Mord: from the Italian. 


YEP 14, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Stranger to the Joys of Love? 

Thou haſt Youth, and that's the Time 

Ev'ry Minute to improve: 
Round thee wilt thou never hear 

Little wanton Girls and Boys 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 

Infant's Frate and Mother's Joys ? 


Only view that httle Dove, 
Softly cooing to his Mate ; 
As a farther Proof of Love, 
See her for his Kiſſes wait: 
Hark ! that charming Nightingale, 
As he flies from Spray to Spray, | 5 
Sweet'y tunes an am'rous Tale, 3 
Sweetly tunes, &c. 
J love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay. 
Could I to thy Soul reveal 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth Part, 
Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 
In a mutual Change of Heart; 
Then, repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, 
Virgin Fears, from hence remove, 
All the Time is thrown away, 
All the Time is thrown away, 
That we do not ſpend in Love. 
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SONG CXLIV., 


Set by Mr. Howard. 


OUNG Roger of the Mill, one Morning very 
: | ſoon, 
put on his beſt Apparel, his Hoſe and clouted Shoon, 
And he a wooing went to bonny buxom Nell; 


Adzooks, cries he, could'ſt fancy me:? I like thee | 


wond'rous well, I like thee wond'rous well. 


| My Horſes J have dreſt, and giv'n them Corn and Hay, 


| Put on my beſt Apparel; and, having come this Way, 

| Let's fit and chat a while with thee, my bonny Ne: 

Adzooks, cries he, could'ſt fancy me? I like thy 
Perſon weil, I like thy Perſon well. 


ply'd ; 

I am not in ſuch Haſte to be a Plowman's Bride: 
Know, I then live in hopes to wed a Farmer's Son: 
If it be ſo, ſays Hodge, I'll go; ſweet Miſtreſs, I 
have done; ſweet Miſtreſs, I have done, 


| Young Roger, your miſtaken, the Damſei then re” 


| Your Horſes you have dreſt, as I have heard you ſay: | 


Put on your beſt Apparel ; and having come this Way, 

Come ſit and chat a while: O no indeed, not I; 

I'll neither wait, nor chat, nor prate ; I've other Fiſh 
to fry, I've other Fiſh to try. 


Go take your Farmer's Son, with all my honeſt Heart, 

What tho' my Name be Roger, that goes to Plow and 
Cart, | 

I need not tarry long, ere I do gain a Wife; 


There's buxom Jan, it is well known, ſhe loves me | 


as her Life, ſhe loves me as her Lite. 


of es Pray | 


| 


| 


[1589-3 

Pray what of buxom Joan? can't I pleaſe you 25 well 

For {he has ne'er a Penny, and I am bouncing /\:! 

And I _ fifty Shillings : 'The Money made hin 

mile : 

O then, my dear, I'll draw a Chair, and chat with 
| thee a while, and chat with thee a while. 


Within an Half-hour's Space, theſe two a Baron 
ſtruck ; | f 

J hope then with the Money they both may have 
good Luck: 


A mA 1 


Pre forty Shillings more, with which a Cow vc 5 
buy; | | 
We'l! join our Hands in Wedlock's Bands; then win WW » 


but you and I; then who but you and I * 


SONG CXLVY. 


Set by Mr. Weldon, and Mr, Arne, ſen. 
8 ET Ambition fire thy Mind; 


Thou wert born o'er Men to reign, 
- 5 Err Nee r A 2 1 
Not to follow Flocks defign'd: g 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Cror ns I'll throw beneath thy Feet; 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys in circling Joys ſhall meet, 
Which Way e'er thy Fancy's led. 


Let not Toils of Empire fright ; 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures are : 
Thou ſhalt only know Delight; 
All the Joy, but not the Care. 
hepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings I beftow, 
Joyful Il aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


8 ONG 
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SONG CXLVE. 
CoLIN's ComPLAIiNT, 


E AR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond Meaſure, 
You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain, 
You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an Old-Age of Pain : 
Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its Dictates obey. 


The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 


| Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, 


Fruition's the Sun-ſhine, of Love : 


And, tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes 


Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 


And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 


We ne'er can forget it was Day. 


| Old Darby with Juan by his Side, 


You've often regarded with Wonder ; 


| He's dropfical, ſhe is ſore- ey d; 


Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder : 


| Together they totter about, 


Or jit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night when old Darby's Pot's out, 
His 7ean will not ſmoke a Whiff more, 


No Beauty or Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother ; 

Then what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other? 


fc 


Tis 


EIN 


Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 

The Endearments that Love did beſtow ; 

The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth 
The beſt of all Bleſſings below. 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 

Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 
For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 
And Age brings the Winter of Love, 
A Friendſhip inſenſib y grows, F, 

By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ; = 
The Current of Fondneſs ſtill flows, EF 

Which decrepid Old-Age cannot freeze. | 


SONG CXLVII. 


GREENYWO OD HAL IL: or, Colin's Deſcription {i | ] 
his Wife) ef Vauxhall. ö 


Mary! ſoft in Feature! 
I've been at dear Vauxhall; 
No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 
Not that they Eden call: 
At Night ſuch new Vagaries, 
Such gay and harmleſs Sport, 
All look'd like Giant Fairies, 
And this their Monarch's Court. 


Methought, when firſt I enter'd, 
Such Splendour round me ſhone, 
Into a World | ventur'd, 
Where roſe another Sun; 
Whilſt Muſic, never c'oying, 
As Sky-larks ſweet I hear ; 
The Sounds I'm ſtill enjoying 3 
They'll always ſoothe my Ear. T ” 
| | er 
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Here Paintings, ſweetly glowing, 
| Where-e'er our Glances fall; 
Here Colours, Life beſtowing, 
| Bedeck this Greenauoed Hall : 
| The King there dubs a Farmer; 
There John his Doxey loves; 1 
But my Delight's the Charmer 
| Who ſteals a Pair of Gloves +, 
As, ſtill amaz' d, I'm ſtraying 
| Oer this enchanted Grove, 
| 1ipy a Harper“ playing 
| All in his proud Alcove: 
| Idoff my Hat, deſiring 
| He'd tune up buxom Joan; 
but what was I admiring ? 
Adzooks a Man of Stone. 


E But now, the Tables ſpreading, 

| They all fall to with Glee ; 

| Not e'en at *Squire's fine Wedding 
| Such Dainties did I fee: 

I long'd (poor ſtarv'ling Rover); 

| But none heed Country Elves ; 

| Theſe Folk, with Lace daub'd over, 
| Love only dear themſelves. 


Thus, whilſt mid Joys abounding, 
As Graſshoppers they're gay; 
At Diſtance, Crowds ſurrounding 

The Lady of the os 1 : 


The 


+ Alluding to three pictures in the Pavillions, viz. the King 
and Miller of Mansfield, the Sailor in a Tippling- Houſe in 
Wapping, and the Girl who is ſtealing a Kiſs ſrom the fleep- 


Ing Gentleman, 
* Mr, Handel's Statue, 


t Her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales, fitting under 


a ſplendid Pavillion, 


[15977 
The Man i' th' Moon peep'd lily, 
HPioft twinkling thro' the Trees, 
As tho' 'twould pleaſe him highly 
To taſte Delights like theſe. 


S O N G CXLVIT. 


5 80 Set by Mr. Stanley. 
D EF END my Heart, ye Virgin Pow'rs, 


From am'rous Looks and Smiles, Ar 
And ſhield me, in my gayer Hours, 
From Love's deſtructive Wiles: 1 
In vain let Sighs and melting Tears 
Employ their moving Art, 0 
Nor may deluſive Oaths and Pray'rs i 
E'er triumph o'er my Heart, . If 


My calm Content and virtuous Joys 1 
May Envy ne'er moleſt, 80 
Nor let ambitious Thoughts ariſe FP 
Within my peaceful Breaſt; 
| Yet may there ſuch a decent State, 
| Such unaffected Pride, 
As Love and Awe at once create, 
My Words and Actions guide. 


Let others fond of empty Praiſe, 
Each wanton Art diſplay, 
Wnile Fops, and Fools in Raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their Souls away: 
Far other Dictates J purſue, 
(My B iſs in Virtue plac'd) 
And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, [| 
Who real Worth can taſte, 


SY ooh ͤ ih. fry = rn 
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SONG CXLIX. 
Surg by Miſs Stevenſon, at Vauxhall. 


A Damon long fludy'd my Heart to obtain, 
( The prettieſt young Shepherd that pipes on the 

Plain ; | | 

Id hear his ſoft Tale, then declare 'twas amiſs, 

And I'd often ſay no, often ſay no, when ] long'd to 

ſay yes, 

And I'd often ſay no, often ſay no, when I long'd to 

| lay yes. 

Laſt Valentine's Day to our Cottage he came, 

And brought me two Lambkins to witneſs his Flame; 

Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou, more fair than their 

| Fleece ; | 

could hardly ſay no, tho' aſham'd to ſay yes. 

could hardly, ccc. 2 


| Soon after, one Morning, we fate in the Grove ; 

He preſs'd my Hand hard, and in Sighs breath'd his 
; . Love 3 | 

Then tenderly aſk'd, if I'd grant him a Kiſs ? 

| | deſign'd to've ſad no, but miſtook, and ſaid yes. 
1 deſign'd, &c. 


At this, with Delight, his Heart danc'd in his Breaſt; 
| Ye Gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt; 
Come, let's to the Church, and ſhare conjugal Bliſs ; 
| To prevent being teaz d, I was forc'd to lay yes. 

| To prevent, &c. 


- 


I ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a Word in my Life; 

| I ne'er was ſo happy as fince I'm a Wife: 

Then take ye, young Damſcls, my Counſel in this, 
You muſt all die old Maids, if you will not ſay yes; 
You muſt all die old Maids, all die 0'd Maids, if you 


will not ſay yes, 
SONG 


l 
SONG. CL: 


A Loyal 8 Ong. 


AY, lovely Peace, that grac'd our Iſle, 
Why you withdraw th' indulgent Smile? 

Is it, you fly the Sons of Fame, 

That they the Pride of France may tame? 


For Mars is rouz'd by Wars alarms, | u 
And calls the Britons forth to Arms. | Y 
Our Chiefs, renown'd upon the Main, j 1 
Once more in Arms ſhine forth again, 8 
Whoſe ſteady Courage dares oppoſe RM 
And ftem the Pow'r of Gallic Foes. 4 J 
For Mars, &c. J [ 
What State. but does its Fate deplore, | det 
Where-e'er the Britiſb Thunders roar ? I: 
All, all muſt in Subjection bow ; | B 
And to Britannia's Sons tis due; | M 
For Mars, &c. v 
As Nome of old her Terrors hurl'd, ; N 
And prov'd the Miſtreſs of the World, ben 
The Globe itſelf muſt ſubject be V 
To Albion's Sons, who rule the Sea; V 
For Mars, &c. | | „ h 
Ariſe, ariſe, to War's great Call; to 
Prepare to meet th' 8 Gaul; K 
And, in return for all your Tolls, Fou 
Return with Victory and Spoils: u 
For Mars is rouz'd by War's Alarms, u 
And calls the Britons forth to Arms. vet 

3 | Io 
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SON'G- CLE, 


The Wounred Main. 


NENTLE Love, to paint my Lover 
Let thy Pencil be thy Dart, 

| Let thy Pencil be thy Dart ;. 

ry killing Grace diſcover 

Which is glowing in my Heart. 

| Which is glowing in my Heart. 


de his lovely Eyes defining: 

hut 'tis fatal to approach, 

But 'tis, &c. | 
Where ten thouſand Charms are ſhining 3 
I, alas, have gaz'd too much. 

I, alas, &c. 

e thy Pencil now deſcending; 

But deſcend with tender Care, 
zut deſcend, &c. | 

leſt the new-born Smiles offending, 
Which are ever ſpringing there. 

; Which are, &c. 

pently glide o'er ev'ry Feature, 
With bewitching Softneſs form'd, 
With bewitching, &c. 

h his Compoſition, Nature 

Was by Lowe and Bacchus warm'd, 
Was by Lowe, &c. 


Touch his Lips, defign'd for preſſing, 
Where thy own fond Mother's lies, 
Where thy, &Cc. | 
verlaſting Love expreſſing 
From his Mouth and from his Eyes. 

[ G From his, &c, 


Now 


16e J 
Now his Shape and Air ſurveying, 
How I chide my artleſs Song! 
How I chide, &c. 
I my Fondneſs am betraying, 0 
And have done his Beauties wrong. 
And have, &c. 


Oh! how ill I am performing, 
Tho' aſſiſted by thy Dart, 
Tho' aſſiſted by thy Dart! 

Florio's Picture is more charming, 
It has painted in my Heart. 

It has painted in my cart. 


SONG Cl. 
The-R ACE. 


F from the Luftre of the Sun, 


To catch your fleeting Shade you run, 


In vain 1s all your Haſte, Sir. 
In vain is al your Haſte, Sir. 
But if your Feet reverſe the Race, 
The Fugitive will urge the Chace, 
And follow you as faſt, Sir. 
And fo.low you as faſt, Sir. 


Thus. if at any Time, as now, 
Some ſcornful 7/awia you purſue, 
In hopes to overtake her, 
In hopes, &c. 
Be ſure ou ne' er too eager be; 
But look upon't as cold as ſhe, 
And ſeemingly forſake her. 
And ſeemingly, &, 
of s | 
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| F-- 104. 7 

Jo 1 and Phillis, t'other Day, 

Mere courfing round a Cock of Hay, 
Whilſt I cou'd ne'er o'erget her. 

= Whilt I cou'd ne'er o'erget her. 
Put when I found I ran in vain, 
EQuitc tir d, I turn'd me back again, 
E And, flying from her, met her. 
And, flying from her, met her. 


. 
. 
= 


SONG el. 
Set by Corelli. 


ETY EAR Madam, old Homer, an honeſt blind Bard, 
i Has told us (and who need diſpute the Man's 
4 Word ?) | | 

To withſtand the ſweet Syrens deluding ſoft Strain, 
How weak ev'ry Art was, all Efforts how vainz _ 
Elo withſtand the {weet Syrens deluding ſoft Strain, 
How weak ev'ry Art was, all Efforts how vain. 


No the Charmsof the Voice thoſe of Beauty werejoin'd, 
(How pow'rful, when fingle ! reſiſtleſs, combin'd !) 
And, living in Ocean fome dreadful ſharp Rocks on, 
Whole Heaps of poor I ars were allur d to Deſtruction. 
Fuad, living, &c. ; 


For ; ſoon as their ſweet flowing Accents were heard, 
um againſt the rough Rocks the mad Mariners ſteer d: 
Uhus, like a poor Bird, by the Charmer decoy'd, 
be Veſſel was ſplit, and the Sailors deſtroy'd. 

Thus, like, cc. 


Now, Madam, believe, for 'tis certainly true, 

uſt, juſt ſuch a terrible Creature are you : 

act to Perfection the Sirens fell Part, 

'e are drawn by your Charms, and the Rock is your 
Heart. | To ja 

ou act, &c. ; But 


$0 


t 162 ] 
But fince, cruel Fair, tis in vain to deplore, 
Or repine at what Thouſands have ſuffer'd before, 
J ſubmit ; but, oh! grant this laſt Boon to your S 
As I die by your Heart, be your Boſom my Grave, 
I ſubmit ; but, oh! grant this laſt Boon to your S 
A I die by your Heart, be your Boſom my Grave, 


$ONG CL. 


HO' form'd by the tendereſt Care of young To d 
A wonderful Cluſter of Charms you appeu; 
So ſweet no May Morning, ſo gentle no Dove, 
The Roſe not ſo blooming, the Lilly ſo fair, 
Yet nothing ſhall make me ſubmit to your Chain; 
For free I was born, and free will remain, 
For free 1 was born, and free will remain. 


Tho' the Di'mond was ſoil'd when match'd with vo 
| SE. = 
'Tho'Ermine and Snow were diſgrac'd by your du 

Tho' your Soul too was lovely, noble, and wife, 
All Luftre without, and all Sweetneſs within. 

Yet nothing, &c. | 


Tho' your Hair, black as Jet, with beautiful Tin. 
Down your Shoulders in Ringlets wantonly flow 0; 1 

Your Shape was Perfection, your Air was divine, Wh 
You ſpoke like an Ange), and mov'd like a G00; 

Yet nothing ſhall make me ſubmit to your Chain, 

For free I was born, and free will remain, 

For free I was born, and free will remain. 


SONG CLV, 
FAIR CHI oO k. 


OME, all ye young Spirits of lively Addreſs, 


Ye Arts that can Joy and Good-humour 34 
0 6 


t 163 J 
me all the ſoft Numbers that Ovid has writ, » 
p ſweeten my Language, inſpire my Wit; 

r theſe are all wanting my Flame to declare, 
Wnice Cl hie, tho' pretty, is witty as 8 
With Flatt'ry attempt not her Boſomto move; 
pe'll ſee thro! the Fraud, and perceive it from Love; 
Her Wit is ſo ready, her Judgment ſo clear, 
With a Look ſhe diſcovers the Falſe from Sincere. 
Mis Wiſdom and Truth then my Flame muſt declare, 
ce Cie, tho? pretty, is witty as fair. 
a, 


be, 
ay 


la 


3 
"2% 


"SONG -CLVI. 


Comvss CovurT. 


OME hither, come hither, ye languiſhing Swains, 


by Here's a Balm that will cure, and relieve all your 

„ Pains. : | 

"Here's a Balm that will cure, and relieve all your 
| Pains. | | 


To the Fountain of Pleaſure, in Raptures, reſort ; 
lis the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court, 
lis the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court. 
d lis Comms invites; then the Summons obey ; 

BA while leave your Cares, and to Pleaſure away. 
is Comps invites; then the Summons obey ; 

BA while leave your Cares, and to Pleaſure away. 


ere Phabus ſhall ſing, and old Momus ſhall laugh, 
And his Bottle of Nectar brave Bacchus ſhall quaff, 
And his Bottle, &c. 

When Time, honeſt Time, for a while ſhall be ſtill, 
And fit down like a Soul till he tipples his fill. 

And fit down, &c. | 

Nor Care nor miſtruſt ſhall intrude on our Joys ; 

For tis Comms invites ; then away my brave Boys. 
For tis Comus, & . Should 


} 


N 
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Should Loſſes or Croſſes perplex ye, be ſare 
Ply the Glaſs briſkly round, for Misfortunes a Ct 
Ply the Glaſs, &c. 

LE ſculapius of old had Recourſe to the Bow], 
And the Doctor, you know, was a ſpecial good % 
And the Doctor, &c. | 
While Health, roſy Health, fills the Bumpers aron 


For without 'em he ſwears there's no Bliſs to be for 
For without 'em, &c. 


Then away, ye brave Fellows, to Comus's Shrine, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour ince{lantly join. 

Where Friendſhip and Humour inceſſantly join. 

Where Freedom and Mirth with the Bottle unite, 
To beguile all your Care, and with Rapture delich. 
To beguile all your Care, an with Rapture delight 
Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay; 
For "tis Camus invites ;— to his Temple away. 
Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay; 
For tis Comus invites; to his Temple away. 


SONG CEVIL 


HE N Fanny, blooming fair, 
Firſt met my raviſh'd Sight, 
Caught with her Shape and Air, 
telt a ſtrange Delight: 
Whilſt eagerly I gaz'd, 
Admiring ev'ry Part, 
And ev'ry Feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my Heart. 


In her bewitching Eyes 

Ten thouſand Loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies, 
His Shafis are hoarded there: 
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blooming Cheeks are dy'd_ 
ith Colour all their own, 

cling far the Price 
„r Roles newly blown, 


> well-turn'd Limbs confeſs 
The lucky Hand of Fowe; 
oi fFeatures all expreſs | 
he beauteous Queen of Love: 
out Flames my Nerves invade, 
du nen 1 behold the Breaſt 
that too charming Maid 
lie, ſuing to be preſt! 


b round Fannys Wailt 

Fa; her own Ceſtus bound, 
C H guardian Cupids grac'd, 
ho {port the Circle round: 
20: happy will he be 

lo ſhall her Zone unlooſe ! 

bt Bliſs to all but me 

lay Heav'n and ſhe refuſe. 


SONG CLVIIL 


MARE! away, *tis the merry-ton'd Hora 
1 Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn : 
the Hills and the Wood- lands we fteer, 
unharbour the out-lying Deer. 


CHoRwVUs. 


21 the Day long, this, this is our Song, 

hollowing and following, ſo frolick and free ; 

Joys know no Bounds while we're af.er the 
Hounds ; 5 

Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 

nd the Woods when we beat, how we giow ! 

le the Hills they a'l echo, hallo 


With 
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With a Bounce from the Covert he flies; 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies. 
And all the Day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or climb 
Up the health-breathing Mountains ſublime, 
What a Joy from our Labours we feel! 
Which alone they that taſte can reveal. 


And all the Day long, &c. 


At Night, when our Labour is done, 
Then we will go halloing home, 
With hollo, hollo, and huzza ! 
Reſolving to meet the next Day. 
And all the Day long, this, this is our Sor 
Still halloing and following, ſo frolick and 
Our Joys know no Bounds while we're 
| Hounds ; 
No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we, 


£0 N-G--OHX; 


ABSENCE, 


E Shepherds ſo chearful and gay, 
Whole Flocks never careleſsly roam, 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 
Oh ! call the poor Wanderers home : 
Allow me to mule and to ſigh, 
Nor talk of the Change that ye find ; 
None once was ſo watchful as I: 
—1 have left my dear P4://;s behind. 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 
With the Torture of Doubt and Deſire ; 
What it is to admire and to love, 

And to leave her ye love and admire: 
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n! lead forth my Flock in the Morn, 


And the Damps of each Ew ning repel ; 7 


Bas! J am faint and forlorn : 
have bade my dear Phillis farewel. 


Ince Phillis vouchſaf'd me a Look, 

I never once dreamt of my Vine; 

My Iloſe both my Pipe and my Crook, 
If I knew of a Kid that was mine: 

priz'd ev'ry Hour that went by 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before; 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh; 
And I grieve that Ipriz'd them no more, 


But why do I grieve thus in vain ? 

Why wander thus penſively here? 

Un! why did I come from the Plain, 
here I fed on the Smiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my favourite Maid, 

The Pride of that Valley, is flown; 
Als! where with her I have ſtray'd 

I could wander with Pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair Nymph to forego, 
What Anguiſh I felt at my Heart! 

Ft 1 thought-- but it might not be ſo 
Twas with Pain that the ſaw me depart : 
e gaz d as I ſlowly withdrew ; 

My Path I could hardly diſcern : 

Bd ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The Pilgrim that journeys all Day 
bk To viſit ſome far-diſtant Shrine, 
he bears but a Relique away, 

ls happy, nor heard to repine : 


Thus 
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Thus widely remov'd from the Fair, 
Where my Vows, my Devotion, I owe, 
Soft Hope is the Relique I bear, 
And my _— where ever I go, 


SONG CLX. 


I CK of the Town, at once I flew 
To Contemplation's rural Seat ; 
Adieu, ſaid I, vain World adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great : 
The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 
The moſs- crown Roof, the matted F lor; 
Al theſe I had —'twas mighty well ; 
But yet I wanted ſomething more ; 
Yet I wanted, yet I wanted, 
But yet 1 wanted ſomething more, 


Back to the buſy World again 
I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary Pain, 

Quiet of Heart, and Peace of Mind : 
Gay scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour, 
By Turns my Fancy fill; 

The World ſeem'd all within my Pow rr ; 

Rut yet I wanted ſomething till, 

But yet I wanted ſomething ſtill. 


Cities and Groves by Turns were try'd; 
'TI'was, all, ye Fair, an idle Tale, 

Celia at length became a Bride, 

A Bride to Damon of the Vale: 


All Nature ſmil'd; the Gloom was clear d; 


Damon was kind J can't tell hov/; 
Each Place a Paradiſe appear'd : 
And Celia wanted nothing now; 
Celia wanted, Celia wanted, 


And Celia wanted nothing now. 
8 


© 


NC 


7. ITY 
SONG CLX. 


USY, curious, thirſty Fly, 
| Drink with me, and drink as I; 
8 Freely welcome to my Cup, 
Could'ſt thou ſip and fip it up: 
Make the moſt of Life you may; 
life is ſhort and wears away. 
Life is ſhort and wears away. 


E Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſten quick to their Decline ; 

© Thine's a Summer, mine's no more, 

E Tho” repeated to threeſcore : 

E Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone. 
Will appear as ſhort as one. 
E Will appear as ſhort as one, 


SONG (IXI. 


The MopesT QUESTION. 


YAN Love be controul'd by Advice? 
8 Can Madneſs and Reaſon agree *? 
E O Moly! who'd ever be wiſe 
I Madneſs is loving of thee ? 
et Sages pretend to deſpiſe - 
© lhe Joys they want Spirits to taſle ; 
det me ſeize old Time as he flies, 
And the Bleſſings of Life while they laſt, 
Dall Wiſdom but adds to our Cares; 
KB Briſk Love will improve ev'ry Joy; 
Iso ſoon we may meet with grey Hairs ; 
= 100 late may repent being coy : 

I 


The, 
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Then, A7//y, for what ſhou id we ſtay, 
Till our Led Plood begins to run cold ; 

Our Youth we can have but to-day ; 

We may always find Time to grow old. 


SONO CEXH, 


H O, to win a Woman's Favour, 
Would ſollicit long in vain ? 
Who, to gain a Moment's Pleaſure, 
Would endure an Age of Pain ? 


Vainly toying. ne'er enjoying, 


P:eas'd with ſuing, fond of Ruin, 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain. 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain. 


Give to me che handſome Rover, 


Whom a gen rous Temper warms; 
Kindly uſing ev'ry Lover; 
Well- bellowing all her Charms : 
Never flying, but complying ; 
Frank and caſy, glad to pleaſe ye: 
Throw me then into her Arms. 
Throw me then into her Arms, 


SONG CLXLIL 


E T' me wander not unſeen. 


By hedge-row Elm, or Willow green; 


There the plowman near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land; 
There the Plowman near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land: 
And the Milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 
And the Mower whets his . 5 


E 


White ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Vale. 
While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


. 
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SONG CLXIV. 


The TipPPLING PHILOSOPHERS. 


* SY e A 
F 
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TD [OGENES, ſurly and proud, 
| Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good Wine there was Truth; 
Hut, growing as poor as was Jeb, 
5 Unable to purchaſe a Flaſk, 
Ile choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk. 


Heraclitus ne'er would deny 
A Bumper to cheriſh his Heart, 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 
Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
"Twas only his Cuſtom to drink 
Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eycs. 
Till the Liquor, &c. | 
Democritus always was glad 
: To tipple and cheriſh his Sou! ; 
Wou'd laugh like a Man that was mad, 
When over a full flowing Bow! : 
As long as his Cellar was ſtor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And, when he was drunk as a Lord, 
At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh, 
At thoſe, &c. 12 Wiſe 
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LED 
| Ve Sslon, who carefully gave 5 

| Good Laws unto Athens of old, E 27 
| And thought the rich Caſus a Slave 2 

| (Tho' a King) to his Coffers of Gold; 5 B 
He delighted in plentiful Bowls ; E 
But, drinking, much Talk wou'd decline; = 1 
| Beciute it was the Cuſtom of Fools = 

| To prattle much over their Wine. 5 
I 0s prattle, &c. : 
Old Socrates ne'er was content, 


Till a Bottle had heighien'd his Joys, Ms 
| Who in's Cups to the Oracle went, | 2 
Or henc'zr had been counted ſo wiſe: 1 
Late Hours he moſt certainly lov'd Z 
Made Wine the Delight of his Life, Bm 


1] Or Aantiyhe would never have prov'd 
| Such a damnable Scold of a Wife. 
| Snch a damnable, &c. 


Zeh raſtus, that eloquent Sage, 

By Allens ſo greatly ador'd, 
With a Bottle would boldly engage; 

When mellow was briſk as a Bird; 
Would chat, tell a Story, and jeſt, 
I Mott pleaſantly over a Glaſs, 
And thought a dumb Gueſt at a Feaſt, 
| Bur a dull philoſophical Aſs. 
| But, &c. 
| Grave St ueca, fam'd for his Parts, 
| Who tutor'd the Bully of Rome, = 
| Grew wiſe o'er his Cups and his Quarts, 5 
| Which he drank, like a Miſer, at home; 5 
And, to thew he lov'd Wine that was good 
| To the laſt (we may truly aver it) 
| He tinctur'd his bath with his Blood, 
Jo fancy'd he dy'd in his Claret. 
do fancy'd, &c, 
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Pithag'ras did Silence enjoin 
Jo his Pupi's, who Wiſdom would ſeck, 
Recauſe that he tippled good Wine, 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 
And when he was whimitcal grown, 
With ſipping his plentiful Bowls, 
By the Strength of the Juice in his Crown 
He conceiv'd Tranſmigration of Souls. 
He conceiv'd, &c. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt 
Made Reaſon the brigliter to ſhine: 
With Wine he repleniſn'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel ; 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
1'urn'd round, like a Chariot Wheel. 
Jurn'd round, &Cc. 


fnexarchus, more patient than ob, 
By Peſiles was pounded to Death; 
Yet ſcorn'd that a Groan or a Sob _ 
Should waſte the Remains of his Breath: 
But ſure he was free with his Glaſs, 
And drank to a Pitch of Diſdain, 
Or the Strength of his Wiſdom, alas! 
I fear would have flinch'd from che Pain. 
I fear, &c.. | 


Ariſtotle, that Maſter of Arts, 

Had been but a Dunce without Wine; 
nd what we aſcribe to his Parts, 

Is due to the Juice of the Vine: 
His Belly, moſt Writers agree, 

Was as big as a watering Trough ; 
He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 


Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 
Becauſe, &c. 1 3 


E 
When Pyrro had taken a Glaſs, 

He ſaw that no Object appear d 
Exactly the {ame as it was, 

Before he had liquor'd his Beard; 
For Things running round in his Drink, 
Which, ſober, he motionleſs found, 
Occaſion d the Sceptick to think 


There was nothing of Truth to be ſound. 


There was, &c. 


Old Plato was reckon'd Divine; 

| He fondly to Wiſdom was prone; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits had never been known : 
By Wine we are generous made; 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings; 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SONG CLXV. 


EAR Chhe, attend 
To th' Advice of a Friend, 
And ſor once be admoniſn'd by me : 
Before you engage 
To wed with Old-Age, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree. 


So ancient a Fruit, 
For want of a Root, 

Is doom'd to a ſpeedy Decay: 
Youth might ripen your Charms; 
But Old-Age in young Arms 

IE like froſty Weather in Moy. 


Believe 


. 5 
hpelieve me, dear Maid, 
when the beſt Cards are play'd. 
= You {ſeldom can meet with a Trump; 
And, to help the Jeſt on, | 
When the Sucker is gone, 
What a Plague would you do with a Pump? 


Jet Men of threeſcore, 
Ihink of Marriage no more; 
They need not be fond of that Nooſe: 
The Cripple that begs 
Without any Legs 
Can have no great Occaſion for Shoes. 


A Clock out of Repair 

E Uoth but badly declare | 

The Hour of the Day or the Night; 

For unleſs, my dear Love, 

The Pendulum move, 

I would be ſtrange if the Clock ſhould go right. 
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1 SONG CLXVI. 


$ Let her liſten and learn it from me, 

His Courage to quell, or his Heart to trepan, 
As the Time and Occaſion agree. 

The Girl that has Beauty, tho' ſmall be her Wit, 
May wheedle the Clown or the Beau, 

The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
By the Uſe of the pretty Word, No. 


When powder'd Toupees all round are in chat, 

ach ſtriving his Paſſion to ſhow, 

With kiſs me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 
Let her Anſwer to all be, oh, No. 


4 f | IE Laſs that would know how to manage a Man- 
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When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtae aſleep, 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball, 
She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her Empire ſhe'd keep, 
And No be her Anſwer to all. 


But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go, 

With a Horſe, and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land, 
She's an Idiot if then ſhe ſays, No. 


But if ſhe's attack'd by a Youth full of Charms, 
W hoſe Courtſhip proclaims him a Man, 

When preſs'd to his Boſom, and claſp'd in bis A 
Then let her ſay No, if ſhe can, 


SONG CLXYH, 


ITE fweet roſy Morning 1 
1 Peeps over the Hills, 
With Bluſhes adorning 
The Meadows and Fie'ds. 


CHORUS. | 
The merry, merry, merry Hotn ; 
Cries, come, come away; 4 


Awake from vour Slumbers, 
And hail the new Day. 


The Stag rous'd before us 
Away ſeems to fly, 

And pants to the Chorus 
Of Hounds in full Cry. 


Cuokus. | 
Then follow, follow, jollow, follow 
The muſical Chace, | 
Where Pleaſure and vigorous | 2 
» Health you embrace, The 
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| The Day's Sport. when over, 

| Makes the Blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk Lover 
PFreſh Charms for the Night. 


1 CHORUS. 

© Then let us, let us enjoy 
All we can, while we may; 
Let Love crown the Night, 

As our Sports crown the Day. 


J 
"> 


S ON G CLXVII. 


O ULD you obtain the gentle Fair, 
1 Aſſume a French fantaſtic Air; 
Ott, when the gen'rous Briton fails, 

A foppiſh Foreigner prevails. 


3 
1 
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Jou muſt teach her to dance, 
As the Mode is in France, 

And make the beſt Uſe of your Feet; 
Cock your Hat with a Grace, 
All be-brazen your Face, 

And dreſs moſt affectediy neat, 

And dreſs mot affectedly neat. 

Then bow down like a Bear, 

| Hop and turn out your Toe, 

Lead Miſs by the Hand, aud leer at her; 
| Draw your Glove with an Air, 

At your white Stockings Rare, 

| And ſimper, and ogle, and flatter,” 
And ſimper, &c, 


1 5 | - Walk 


3 
Walk the Figure of eight, 
With your Rump ſtiff and ſtraight, 

To turn her with delicate Eaſe; 

Bow again very low, 

N ie Good-breeding to ſhow, 
rd Miſſy you'll perfectly pleaſe. 

And Miſſy, Kc. : EN 
It theſe Steps you purſue, 

You will ſoon bring her too, 

And rifle the Child of her Charms ; 
Her poor Heart will heave high, 
And ſhe'II languiſh and figh, 

And caper quite into your Arms. 

And caper quite into your Arms, 


80 NG elxix. 


The Honty Moo. 


* May in all her youthful Dreſs, 

So gay my Love did once appear; 

A Spring of Charms adorn'd her Face, 

Ihe Roſe and Lilly flouriſh'd there: 

Thus, while the Enjoyment was young, 
Each Night new Pleaſures did create; 

Ambroſial Words drop'd from her Tongue, 
And am'rous Capids round did wait. 


But, as the Sun to Weſt declines, 

The eaſtern Sky does col der grow, 
And all his radiant Looks reſigns 
+ To the pale Moon, that rules below ; 


So Love, while in her blooming Hour, 


My Chlce was all kind and gay; 
Put when Poſieſſion nip'd that Flow'r, _ 
Zer Charms, like Autumn, drop'd AY. 
3 | | 


ON 


| Ile. 
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Ile. 


Me. 


1 
SONG CIXX, 


STREPHON and PHILLIS, A Dialigue. 


HEN you for me alone had Charms, 
And none more happy ſill'd your Arms, 


| Your Strephon ſlighted with Diſdain, 


The faireſt Maidens of the Plain. 
i he faireſt Maidens of the Plain. 


dhe. While you remain'd to me ſincere, 


Nor any Maid was yet more dear, 

] then was bleſt, my Joys were true, 
And I approv'd no Swain but you. 
And J approv'd, &c. 


But De/za now has won my Heart, 


And does an equal Flame impart ; 
Thro' ſportive Meads and Woods we rove, 
And tell our pleaſing Tales of Love. 


And tell, &c. 


Collin is now my Joy and Care, 


Each Tree our plighted Vows ſhall bear; 
And ſweetly glides the Summer's Day, 
While ev'ry Month with him is May. 
While ev'ry, Kc. 


What if our former Loves return, 
And all my Boſom for you burn; 
If gentle Pelia pleaſe no more, 
And I'm your Strephon as before? 
And I'm, &c. 


If Phillis may he woo'd again, 

I'll leave the Shepherds of the Plain; 

Will love my Strefhon kind and true, 

And hve and die alone with vou. 

And live, &c, Bath. 
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Botb. The Swain and Maid no more can prove 
Unfaithful to each other's Love; 
Their Breaſts ſhall ever beat the ſame, 
And Love ſhine forth with pureſt Flame, 


And Love ſhine forth with pureſt Flame. 0 

; In s 

SONG CLXXI. 1 

Mo 

RE W. ; _ 

Love REWARDED M 

IT H Phabus I often aroſe, I 

To feaſt on the Charms of the Spring, Ws: 

The Fragrance to ſmell of the Roſe, 160 
Or liſten to hear the Birds ſing: E Ly 
When Linnets exalted their Strains, W -: 
The Muſic enchanted my Ear; 455 Tr 


My Eyes too were bleſs'd on the Plains 1 
With various ſweet Blooms of the Year. = 


When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 

I there fix d the Scene of Delight; 
My Thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the Day, 
I ſaw her in Dreams all the Night; 

Still muſing on Cle I walk'd, | 
My Harveſt no more in my 'Thought : 
Of nothing but Ch/ee I talk'd ; 
Her Smiles were the Harveſt I ſought. 


No longer the Warblers could pleaſe ; 
No longer the Roſes look'd gay; 
For Muſic and Sweetneſs and Eaſe 
Were loſt, if my Love was away: 
I tun'd to her Beauties my Lays, 
I ſtudy'd each Art that could move; 
She took the kind Tribute of Praiſe, 
And paid it with Fondneſs and Love. 


- 


Eni 
SONG CLXXII. 


EF COTELLA and Flavia, ev'ry Hour, 
: Do various Hearts ſurprize ; 
In Szella's Soul is all her Pow'r, 
And Flawia's in her Eyes: 
More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd ; 
Al] can diſcern a Face that's fair, 

+ But few a heav'nly Mind. 


Stella, like Britain's Monarch, reigns. 
Oeer cultivated Lands: 

Like eaſtern Tyrants, Flavia deigns 
Io rule o'er barren Sands: 

Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store; | 
Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe 
Win give to Stella more. 


SONG cIXXIII. 


P | USIC has Pow'r to melt the Soul, 
2 By Beauty Nature's ſway'd ; 
Fach can the Univerſe controul, 
Without the other's Aid; 

1 Lach can the Univerſe controul, 

E Without the other's Aid. _ 


But here together both appear, 
And Force united try; 

Mufic enchants the liſt'ning Ear, 
And Beauty charms the Eye; 
Muſic enchants, &c. 
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What 
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What Cruelty theſe Pow'rs to join ! 
Theſe Tranſports who can a 
Oh ! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the. Nymph leſs fair ! 
Oh ! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair! 


S ON G CLXXIV. 


CONnTENTHMENT. 


True Content ! ſecure from Harms, 
What's all the World without thy Charm 
Which ſtill allure to Reſt ? 
Compar'd therewith, all earthly Joys 
Are empty, fading, trifling 'Toys : 
In thee Mankind is bleſt. 
Bereft of thee, not Monarchs have 
Such Pleaſure as the meanett Slave. 
To whom thou giv'ſt Relief; 
Tho' Subjects ſhow profound ReſpeR, 
Nor Duty wilfully neglect, | 
Thy Abſence cauſes Grief, 


When thou art baniſh'd from the Mind, 

Frail Mortals vainly are inclin'd | 
To Pride and Avarice, 

Laſciviouineſs, Idolatry, 

'Thefts, Murders, and Adultery, 

With ev'ry other Vice. 


But where thou reign'ſt there's ſolid Peace; 
Thro' thee true Virtue does increaſe ; 
Thy Countenance expels 
The gloomy Proſpects of Deſpair , 
It diſſipates the ſlaviſn Fear, 
With whomſoe'er it Cells, 


1 
Fome, then, thou pleaſing Beauty bright! 
Reſide with me both Day and Night, 
hwy thy lovely Charms ; 
ze thou diffus'd within my Breaſt, 


1 let me ſtill ſecurely reſt 
| Infolded in thy Arms, 


Nos all the various Scenes of Life, 
P:cſerve me free from env 10us Strife, 
On Heav'n ſtill to rely 
'% true protecting Aid; and when 
Pine terminates in Death, oh ! then 
Jo thee, O Heav'n ! to fly. 


SO NG CIXXV. 


In Eliza, au Engliſh Opera. 


IT H Swords on their Thighs che bold Veo- 
. men are ſeen, 

Wor their Country they arm, their Religion and 
I Queen. 

5 r 'or their Country, &c. 


Hon glorious their Ardour to lay down their Lives 
1 Defence of their Freedom, their Children and 
E: Wives. 


* Tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 
How ſhe guards all our Shores, and protects all our 
7 F ields. 


s Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 


& e's * Queen of our An and the Joy of our 
5 og. | 


To 


— 


— . — OO ID I SIEIN 


Hark, hark, hark, her Voice all plaintive ſounds, 
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To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful Strain, 
Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Main. 
Eliza is Queen, and her brave loyal Band, 
Shall drive each Invader far out of the Land. 


SONG CLXXVI. 


Sung in the Opera of Eliza, 


HEN all the Attic Fire was fled, 
And all the Roman Virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her Seat. 


Poor Freedom loſt her Seat. Bm 
The Gothic Mantle ſpread a Night, * 
That damp'd fair Virtue's fading Light. 4 

The Muſes loſt their Mate. 1 


The Muſes loſt their Mate. 
Where ſhould they wander, 
Where ſhould they wander, 
What new Shore 
Had yet a Laurel left in Store. 
To this bleſt Iſle they ſteer, 
I0o this bleſt Iſle they ſteer, 
Soon the Parnaſſian Choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred Form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 
The lazy Monk has loſt his Cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd Bell, 
She calls thee now by me. 
She calls thee now by me. 


See, ſee, ice, ſhe receives a thouland Wounds, 
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If ſhielded. not by thee, 
If ſhielded not by thee. 


SONG CLXXVII. 


KiTTY's Praiſe, 
Notes ſublime my daring Mule 
| Expreſs your tuneful Lays, 

No Subject fitter you can chuic, 

l han lovely Kith's Praiſe. 

Vith Warmth proclaim each tender Charm 
yar rais'd my hapleſs Flame, | 
Vith Joy relate each ſoft Alarm, 

hat riſe at Kitty's Name. 


W he mighty Gods may Fens Prize 5 
But little do they know, 
That Kiety does ſuperior riſe, 
And charms this World below. 
Adorn'd with each attractive Grace 
Appears the lovely Maid, 
Ppewitching Softneſs in her Face, 
She needs no Ceſtus' Aid. 


ler Eyes ſuperior Brightneſs own, 
E Than'e'er the Sun could prove; 
That Planet nought but Warmth has flown, 
Her Eyes dart pow'rful Love. | 
Altho' Mankind can ne'er agree, 
And Diſcord bears the Sway; 
In this, with Joy, they join with me, 
That Ay bears the Bay. 
Kind Cupid, hear thy Suppliant's Pray'r, 
| And eaſe my Love-ſick Mind; 
zeſtow on me the lovely Fair, 
And make the Charmer kind.. 

1 f The 


Are only Dependents, no better than we. 


Tis here fellow Servant, and there fellow Seren 


And the Curl-pated Beau is a Slave to himſelf, 
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The Gods themſelves when her I win, WI 
May roll in Joys divine ; . 
My only Wiſh is Kitty I. ne. L V. 


I'm bleſs'd when ſhe is mine, 


SONG CLXXVIII. 


Sung by Mrs, Clive, in the Farce of High Life bel 
Stairs, Set by My. Batterſnill. 


2 OME here, fellow Servants, and liſten to me, 
I'll ſhew you how thoſe of ſuperior Degree, 
Are only Dependents, no better than we. 


Both high and low in this do agree, 
and all in a Livery. | 

*Tis here, fellow Servant, and there, fellow Servant 
and all in a Livery, all in a Livery. 


See yonder fine Spark in Embroidery dreſt, 
Who bows to the Great, and if they ſmile, is bel, 
What 1s he, i'faith, but a Servant at beſt. 

Cho, Both High, &c. 


Nature made all alike, no Diſtinction ſhe craves, 
So we _ at the great World, its Fools and Ut 
naves ; | 
For we are all Servants, but they are all Slaves. 
Both high, &c. 


The fat ſhining Glutton looks up to his She! f, 
The wrinkled lean Miſer bows down to his Pelt, 


Both high, &c. 


The gay ſparkling Belle, who the whole Town 4 
larms, | 


( 


Aul 


4E } 

wich Eyes, Lips, and Neck, ſets the Smarts all 

in Arms, 
Vaſlal herſelf, a meer Drudge to her Charms. 
s Both high, &c. ; 
bn we'll drink like our Betters, and laugh, ſing, 
and love; | 
E when fick of one Place, to another we'll move, 
with Little and Great, the beſt Joy is to rove. 
Both high, &c. 


SGN ct. 


Tis TiME ENOUGH YET, Surg by Mr. Atkins, 


Term full as long as the Siege of old Tr, 
Lo win a ſweet Girl I my Time did employ. 
uin a ſweet Girl I my Time did employ. 

t urg'd her the Day of our Marriage to ſet, 
often ſhe anſwer'd,” tis Time enough yet. 
Joften the anſwer d, tis Time enough yet. 


Nt, 


pid her, at laſt, that her Paſſions were wrong, 

bd more, that I ſcorn'd to be fool'd with ſo long, 
burſt out a laughing at ſeeing me fret, 

bc humming a Tune, cry'd, tis Time enough yet. 
Time enough yet, &c. 

kermin'd by her to be laugh'd at no more, 

ew from her Preſence, and bounc'd out of Door, 
EOlv'd of her Uſage the better to get, 

Jen her my Eyes again never to ſet, 

Never to ſet, &c. 


me the next Morning her Maid came in haſte, 
a beg'd, for God's ſake, I'd forget what was paſt, 

lar d her young Lady did nothing but fret; 
d her I'd think on't, twas Time enough yet. 
L me enough yet, &c. 


4 


\nd 


She 
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She next in a Letter, as long as my Arm, 

Declar'd, from her Soul, ſhe intended no Harm. 

And begg'd I the Day for our Marriage Would h. 

I wrote her an Anſwer, tis Time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, &c. 1 


But that was ſcarce gone when a Meſſage was ſent, 
To ſhew in my Heart I began to relent, 


ngI 

I begg'd I might ſee her; together we met, Why 
We kifl and were Friends again, fo we are yet, 7 
do we are yet, &c. l 4 | 

ou 

SONG CLXXX. T. 

$11 by Mr. Crome. Wh 

d, | 
TY OUSE, Br:tons, rouſe and face the For, Tir 
TY Support your brave Ally; _ | 
His Ardour 1mitate, and throw | N 


Deſtruction on their Perfidy. N 
Tune, tune your Notes to chearful Strains, LL 
Yelovely Nymphs and jolly Swains, . 
With jovful Hearts we'll gladly ſing, 

Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 
Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Praſſian King. 
Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 
Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Praſſian King. 


With joyful Hearts we'll gladly ſing, 
Long live the Pruſſian King 
With joyful Hearts we'll gladly ſing, 
Long live the Pruſſian King. id 
| | ON 
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Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long ire the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 
Brave, long live the Brave, 
ong live the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 
| Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 
| Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 


Paictiers, Creſſy's Battles ſpur 

Tu ſleeping Valour on to Fame, 

brince the French, without Demur 

You've caught a Spark of Frederick's Flame, 
Tune, tune your Notes, &c. 


bt Hero may Succeſs attend, 

ho does fo well ſupport his Cauſe; 

b, Britons, join your noble Friend, 

M beat the French, then give them Laws. 
Tune, tune your Notes to chearful Strains, 
Le lovely Nymphs and jolly Swains, 

Wich joyful Hearts we'll gladly ling, 
Long live the Brave, the Pruffi an King. 


SONG CLXXXI. 


ADviceE To DAPHNE, 


; ETTY, little, modeſt Fair, 
Sweetly ſoft and debonair, 
dweetly ſoft and debonair, 

bo fond of giving Pain, 

kre's the Merit of Diſdain. 


| can Female Frowns aſſuage. 
$ impetuous, frantick Rage, 
, fair Maid, in Beauty's Bloom, 


me latent Evil come, 


009 Stetely 
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Stately Forms muſt ſoon decay, 
Wanton Youth will ſteal away. 
Wanton Youth will ſteal away. 
Mark the fragrant budding Roſe, 
How it bloſſoms, how it flows. 


Such is Beauty's tranſient Boaſt. 

Such the Eye that ſparkles moſt, 
Haſte then, Daphne, haſte to live, 
Kindnefs take, and Kindneſs give. 


SONG CLXXXII. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe and Mrs, Lampe, 


O W the happy Knot is ty'd, 

VN Betſy is my charming Bride, 
Ring the Bells, and fill the Bow], 
Revel all without Controul. 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet“ 
Who ſo blefs'd as Colinet 7 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet ! 
Who lo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 


Now adieu to Maiden Arts, 
Angling for unguarded Hearts; 
Welcome Hymer's laſting Joys, 
Liſping wanton Girls and Boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 

Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho' ripe Sheaves of yellow Corn, 
Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 
Tho' I've deck'd my Myrtle Bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt Flow'rs, 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 


Are the Charms of lovely Bey. 
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Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 
Yrefs'd like any May-day Queen, 
ho ſix Sweethearts daily ſtrove 
'0 deſerve thy Betty's Love, 
Them I quit without Regret, 
Amy Joy's in Colinet. 
Strike up then the Ruſtick Lay, 
Crown with Sports our Bridal Day; 
lay each Lad a Miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betſy, fair and kind, 
Find each Laſs a Husband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the Bells and fill the Bowl, 
Revel all without Controul, 
May the Sun ne'er riſe or ſet, 

Put with Joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 


SONG CLXXXIII. 


A BALL Ap in the Scottiſh Taſte. 


HE Laſs of the Weſt was witcy and free, 
Her Looks gay and winning, her Eyne full 

4 of Glee 3 | 

The Lads all around lovely Nancy did wooe, 

Put none loy'd like Viih, like Willy ſo true] 


In a cool poplar Shade, near a flow running Stream, 
The Shepherd thus warbled, and this was his Theme: 
Mhile I ſtrive to be free, I am limed all o'er, 

And the more that I ſtruggle, am tangled the more. 


cr Hills and high Mountains full far have I been ; 
ne Aſſemblies, in fine Towns, full oft have I _ : 


By the Banks of rough 3 by {mooth gliding 0 
ER THANE TI 
Js 'Thro' gay London Damſels, right Heart- free I cane, 


But unweeting Loon, who Veſt- auay did roam, 

I had ſtill been ſecure, had I bided at Home : 
Now with love of dear Nancy my Heart runneth o'er; 
And the more that I ſtrive, J am tangled the more, 


When lonely I wander, my Flock goes aftray ; 
'WhileI fondly fit wiſhing, ſwift Time flies away : 
With ſwift flying Time all Nature is born; 

The Laſſes all lovely, the Lads all love-lorn ! 


The jeſſmin, the Roſe, and the Carnation dye, 
And my brighter Nancy muſt withering lie 
Full fain would I guard thee thro' Lite, my ſwet 
Flow'r ! 
And ſhelter thee ſafe from the Wind and the Show, 
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The following S.ON G in the Entertainment of the 
FAIR, ſung at Covent-Garden Theatre by Mr, 
Beard, in the Character of a Recruiting Serjeant, 
and auritten by Mr. Paul Whitehead, being much 
admired, aue have added it to this COLLECTION, 


x 


] N Story we're told 

How our Monarchs of old 

O'er France ſpread their Royal Domain 
But no Annals can ſhow 


Their Pride laid ſo low, Ss 
As when brave GEORGE the ſecond did reign, 
Of Roman and Greek 


Let Fame no more ſpeak 

How their Arms the o World did ſubdue : 
Thro' the Nations around 
Let our Trumpets now ſound 

How Britons have conquer'd the new. 


Faſt, Weſt, North and South, 
Our Cannons' loud Mouth | 
Shall the Right of our Monarch maintain : 
On America's Strand 
Amberſt limit the Land, 
Beſcaaven give Law on the Main. 


Each Port and each Town 
We ſtill make our.own, 
Cape- Breton, Crown-Point, Niagar; 
Guadaloupe, Senegal, 
Daebeck's mighty Fall 
Shall prove we've no equal in War. 


Though Conflans did boaſt 
He'd conquer our Coaſt, 


| 


Our Thunder ſoon made Monſieur mute: 
Brave Hawke wing'd his Way, 

Fhen pounc'd on Nis : : > 

And gave him an Engl; Salute. 


At Minden, you know. 
How we conquer'd the Foe, 

While homeward their Army now ſteers, 
Though, they cry'd, Britiſb Bands 
Are too hard for our Hands, 

Begar we can beat them in Heels. 


While our Heroes from home 
For Laurels now roam, 
Should the flat-bottom Boats but appear, 
Our Militia ſhall ſhew 
No Wooden-ſhoe Foe 
Can with Freemen in Battle compare. 


Our Fortunes and Lives, 
Our Children and Wives, 


To defend, is the Time now or never; 


Then let each Voluntier 
To the Drum-head repair - 
King GEORGE and OLD a for ever. 


